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CARILLON. 



Ii7 the ancient town of Bruges, 
In the quaint old Flemish city, 
As the evening shades descended, 
Low and loud and sweetly blended, 
Low at times and loud at times. 
And changing like a poet's rhymes, 
Rang the beautiful wild chimes 
From the Belfry in the market 
Of the ancient town of Bruges. 



POEMS. 

Then, with deep sonorous clangor 
Calmly answering their sweet anger, 
When the wrangling bells had ended, 
Slowly struck the clock eleven, 
And, from out the silent heaven, 
Silence on the town descended. 
Silence, silence everywhere. 
On the earth and in the air, 
Save that footsteps here and there 
Of some burgher home returning. 
By the street lamps faintly burning, 
For a moment woke the echoes 
Of the ancient town of Bruges. 

But anud my broken slumbers 
Still I heard those magic numbers. 
As they loud proclaimed the flight 
And stolen marches of the night ; 
Till their chimes in sweet collision 
Mingled with each wandering vision, 



CARILLON. 

Mingled with the fortune-telling 
Gipsy-bands of dreams and fancies, 
Which amid the waste expanses 
Of the silent land of trances 
Have their solitary dwelling. 
All else seemed asleep in Bruges, 
In the quaint old Flemish city. 

And I thought how like these chimes 
Are the poet's airy rhymes. 
All his rhymes and roundelays, 
His conceits, and songs, and ditties. 
From the belfry of his brain. 
Scattered downward, though in vain, 
On the roofs and stones of cities ! 
For by night the drowsy ear 
Under its curtains cannot hear, 
And by day men go their ways. 
Hearing the music as they pass. 
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But deeming it do more, alas ! 
Than the hollow sound of brass. 

Yet perchance a sleepless wight, 

Lodging at some humble inn 

In the narrow lanes of life, 

When the dusk and hush of night 

Shut out the incessant din 

Of daylight and its toil and strife, 

May listen with a calm delight 

To the poet's melodies, 

Till he hears, or dreams he hears. 

Intermingled with the song. 

Thoughts that he has cherished long ; 

Hears amid the chime and singing 

The bells of his own village ringing, 

And wakes, and finds his slumberous eyes 

Wet with most delicious tears. 



CARILLON. 



Thus dreamed I, as by night I lay 
In Bruges, at the Fleur-de-B16, 
Listening with a wild delight 
To the chimes that, through the night. 
Rang their changes from the Belfry 
Of that quaint old Flemish city. 
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THE BELFRY OF BRUGES. 



In the market-place of Bruges stands the belfry 

old and brown ; 
Thrice consumed and thrice rebuilded, still it 

watches o'er the town. 

As the summer mom was breaking, on that lofty 

tower I stood, 
And the world threw off the darkness, like the 

weeds of widowhood. 
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Thick with towns and hamlets studded, and with 

streams and vapors gray, 
Like a shield embossed with silver, round and 

vast the landscape lay. 

At my feet the city slumbered. From its chim- 
neys, here and there, 

Wreaths of snow-white smoke, ascending, van- 
ished, ghost-like, into air. 

Not a sound rose from the city at that early 

morning hour. 
But I heard a heart of iron beatmg in the ancient 

tower. 

From their nests beneath the rafters sang the 

swallows wild and high ; 
And the world, beneath me sleeping, seemed 

more distant than the sky. 




THE BELFRT OF BRUGES. 13 

Then most musical and solemn, bringing back 

the olden times, 
With their strange, unearthly changes rang the 

melancholy chimes, 

Like the psalms from some old cloister, when 

the nuns smg in the choir ; 
And the great bell tolled among them, like the 

chanting of a friar. 

Visions of the days departed, shadowy phantoms 

filled my bram ; 
They who live in history only seemed to walk 

the earth again ; 

AH the Foresters of Flanders, — mighty Bald- 
win Bras de Fer, 

Lyderick du Bucq and Cressy, Philip, Guy de 
Dampierre. 
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I beheld the pageants splendid, that adorned 

those days of old ; 
Stately dames, like queens attended, knights who 

bore the Fleece of Gold ; 

Lombard and Venetian merchants with deep- 
laden argosies ; 

Ministers from twenty nations ; more than roy^ 
pomp and ease. 

I beheld proud Maximilian, kneeling humbly t)n 

the ground ; 
I beheld the gentle Mary, huntmg With her hawk 

and hound ; 

And her lighted bridal-chamber, where a duke 

slept with the queen. 
And the BTtaed guard around them, and die 

sword unsheathed between. 



THE ^biPBT OT BB176E8. 15 

I lieheld &e FJemisk weavers, with-Namur and 

Juliers bold, 
Marching homeward from the bloody battle of 

the Spurs -ot QM ; 

Saw the fight at Mumewater, saw the White 

Hoods moving west, 
Saw great Artevelde victoiious Bcsie the Odden 

DragoOi's^estc^ 

And agam the whiskered Spaniard all the land 

with terror smote ; 
And again the wild alarum sounded from the 

tocsin's throat ; 

Till the bell of Ghent responded o'er lagoon and 

dike of sand, 
" I am Roland ! I am Roland ! there is victory 

in the land ! " 
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Then the sound of drums aroused me. The 

awakened chj's roar 
Chased the phantcmis I had summoned back into 

thdr graFes once more. 

Hours had passed away like mmutes ; and, before 

I was aware, 
Lo ! the shadow of the belfiy crossed the sun- 

illummed square. 
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A GLEAM OF SUNSfflNE. 



This is the place. Stand still, mjr steed, 

Let me review the scene, 
And summon from the shadowy Past 

The forms that once have been. 

The Past and Present here unite 

Beneath Time's flowing tide, 
Like footprints hidden by a brook. 

But seen on either side. 
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Here runs the highway to the town ; 

There the green lane descends, 
Through which I walked to church with 

O gentlest of my friends ! 

The shadow of the linden-trees 

Lay moving on the grass ; 
Between them and the moving boughs, 

A shadow, thou didst pass. 

Thy dress was like the liUes, 
And thy heart as pure as they : 

One of God's holy messengers 
Did walk with me that day. 

I saw the branches of the trees 
Bend down thy touch to meet, 

The clover-blossoms in the grass 
Rise up to kiss thy feet. 
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" Sleep, sleep to-day, tormenting cares, 

Of earth and folly bom ! " 
Solemnly sang the village choir 

On that sweet Sabbath morn. 

Through the closed blinds the golden sun 

Poured in a dusty beam, 
l^ike the celestial ladder seen 

By Jacob in his dream. 

And ever and anon, the wind, 

Sweet-scented with the hay, 
Turned o'er the hymn-book's fluttering leaves 

That on the window lay. 

Long was the good man's sermon, 

Yet it seemed not so to me ; 
For he spake of Ruth the beautiful, 

And still I thought of thee. 
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Long was the prayer he uttered, 

Yet it seemed not so to me ; 
For in my heart I prayed with him, 

And still I thought of thee. 

But now, alas ! the place seems changed ; 

Thou art no longer here : 
Part of the sunshine of the scene 

With thee did disappear. 

Though thoughts, deep-rooted in my heart. 
Like pine-trees dark and high, 

Subdue the light of noon, and breathe 
A low and ceaseless sigh ; 

This memory brightens o'er the past, 

As when the sun, concealed 
Behind some cloud that near us hangs. 

Shines on a distant field. 
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THE ARSENAL AT SPRINGFIELD. 



This is the Arsenal. From floor to ceiling, 
Like a huge organ, rise the burnished arms ; 

But from their silent pipes no anthem pealing 
Startles the villages with strange alarms. 



Ah ! what a sound will rise, how wild and dreary, 
When the death-angel touches those swift keys ! 

What loud lament and dismal Miserere 
Will mmgle with their awful symphonies ! 
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Down the dark future, through long generations, 
The echoing sounds grow fainter and then cease i 

And like a bell, with solemn, sweet vibrations, 
I hear once more the voice of Christ say, 
" Peace ! " 

Peace ! and no longer from its brazen portals 
The blast of War's great organ shakes the 
skies ! 

But beautiful as songs of the immortals, 
The hoty melodies of love arise. 
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NUREMBERG. 



In the valley of the Pegnltz, where across broad 

meadow-lands 
Ilise the blue Franconian mountains, Nuren>berg, 

the ancient, stands. 

Quamt old town of toil and traffic, quaint old 

town of art and song, 
Memories haunt thy pointed gables, like the 

rooks that round them throng : 
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Memories of the Middle Ages, when the em- 
perors, rough and bold. 

Had tlieir dwelling in thy casde, time-defying, 
centuries old ; 

And tliy brave and thrifty burghers boasted, in 

their uncouth rhyme. 
That their great imperial city stretched its hand 

through every clime. 

In the court-yard of the castle, bound with many 

an iron band, 
Stands the mighty linden planted by Queen 

Cunigunde's hand ; 

On the square the oriel window, where in old 
heroic days 

Sat the poet Melchior singing Kaiser Maximil- 
ian's praise. 
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Eyeiywhere I see around me rise the wondrous 

world of Art : 
Fountains wrought with richest sculpture standing 

in the common mart ; 

And above cathedral doorways saints and bishops 

carved in stone, 
By a former age conunissioned as apostles to our 

own. 

In the church of sainted Sebald sleeps enshrined 

his holy dust, 
And m bronze the Twelve Apostles guard from 

age to age their trust ; 

In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a pix 

of sculpture rare, 
Like the foamy sheaf of fountains, rising through 

the painted air. 
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Here, when Art was still religion, with a simple, 
reverent heart, 

Lived and labored Albrecht Durer, the Evange- 
list of Art ; 

Hence in silence and m sorrow, toiling still with 

busy hand, 
Like an emigrant he wandered, seeking for the 

Better Land. 

EmigravU is the inscription on the tomb-stone 

where he lies ; 
Dead he is not, — but departed, — for the artist 

never dies. 

Fairer seems the ancient city, and the sunshine 

seems more fair. 
That he once has trod its pavement, that he 

once has breathed its air ! 
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Tkough these streets so broad and stateljr, these 

obscure and dismal lanes, 
Walked of jore the Masterslngers, chanting rude 
poetic strains. 

From remote and sunless suburbs, came thej to 

the firiendly guild, 
Building nests in Fame's great temple, as in 

spouts the swallows build. 

As the weaver plied the shuttle, wove he too the 

mystic rhjrme. 
And the smith his iron measures hammered to 

the anvil's chime ; 

Thanking God, whose boundless wisdom makes 

the flowers of poesy bloom 
In the forge's dust and cinders, in the tissues of 

the loom. 
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Here Hans Sachs, the cobbler-poet, laureate (f^ 

the gentle craft. 
Wisest of the Twelve Wise Masters, in hij^ 

folios sang and laughed. 

But his house is now an ale-house, with a nicei 

sanded floor. 
And a garland in the window, and his face abo^ 

the door ; 

Painted by some humble artist, as in Ada 

Puschman's song. 
As the old man gray and dove-like, with his gre 

beard white and long. 

And at night the swart mechanic comes to drov 

his cark and care, 
Quaffing ale from pewter tankards, in the ma 

ter's antique chair. 
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Vanished is the ancient splendor, and before my 

dreamy eye 
Wave these mingling shapes and figures, like a 

faded tapestry. 

Not thy Councils, not thy Kaisers, wm for thee 

the world's regard ; 
But thy painter, Albrecht Durer, and Hans 

Sachs, thy cobbler-bard. 

Thus, Nuremberg, a wanderer from a region 

far away. 
As he paced thy streets and court-yards, sang in 

thought his careless lay : 

Gathering firom the pavement's crevice, as a 

floweret of the soil. 
The nobility of labor, — the long, pedigree of 

ton. 
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THE NORMAN BARON. 



Dans les moments de la vie oik la reflexion derlent plus calme et 
profonde, oh l'int6r@t et I'ararice parlent moins haul que la raison, 
lea instants de chagrin doroestique, de maladie, et de p4ril de mor 
nobles se repentirent de possider des serft, comme d'une chose pea 
able k Dieu, qui avait cr66 tous les hommes 4 son image. 

ThiBRRT: CoNQuirB DB L'ANGLBTBai 



In his chamber, weak and dying, 
Was the Norman baron lying ; 
Loud, without, the tempest thundered, 
And the castle-turret shook. 
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In this fight was Death the gainer, 
Spite of vassal and retainer, 
And the lands his sires had plundered, 
Written in the Doomsday Book. 

By his bed a monk was seated. 
Who in bumble voice repeated 
Many a prayer and pater-noster, 
From the missal on his knee ; 

And, amid the tempest pealing. 
Sounds of bells came faintly stealing. 
Bells, that, from the neighbouring kloster. 
Rang for the Nativity. 

In the hall, the serf and vassal 

Held, that night, their Cliristmas wassail ; 

Many a carol, old and saintly. 

Sang the minstrels and the waits. 
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And so loud these Saxon gleemen 
Sang to slaves the songs of freemen, 
That the storm was heard but iamtly, 
Knocking at the castle-gates. 

Till at length the lays they chaunted 
Reached the chamber terror-haunted, 
Where the monk, with accents holy, 
Whbpered at the baron's ear. 

Tears upon his eyelids glistened. 
As he paused awhile and listened, 
And the dying baron slowly 

Turned his weary head to hear. 

" Wassail for the kingly stranger 
Bom and cradled in a manger ! 
King, like David, priest, like Aaron, 
Christ is bom to set us free ! " 
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-A.nd the lightning showed the sainted 
f^igures on the casement painted, 
^nd exclaimed the shuddering baron, 
" Miserere, Domine ! " 

In that hour of deep contrition. 
Be beheld, with clearer vision, 
Through all outward show and fashion. 
Justice, the Avenger, rise. 

All the pomp of earth had vanished. 
Falsehood and deceit were banished, 
Reason spake more loud than passion, 
And the truth wore no disguise. 

Every vassal of his banner. 
Every serf bom to his manor, 
AD those wronged and wretched creatures, 
By his hand were freed again. 
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And, as on the sacred missal 
He recorded their dismissal. 
Death relaxed his iron features, 

And the monk replied, " Amen ! " 

Many centuries have been numbered 
Since in death the baron slumbered 
By the convent's sculptured portal, 
MingUng with the common dust : 

But the good deed, through the ages 
Living in historic pages, 
Brighter grows and gleams immortal, 
Unconsumed by moth or rust. 
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RAIN IN SUMMER. 



How beautiful is the rain ! 
After the dust and heat, 
In the broad and fiery street, 
In the narrow lane, 
How beautiful is the rain ! 

How it clatters along the roofs, 
Like the tramp of hoofs ! 
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How it gushes and struggles out 

From the throat of the overflowing spout ! 

Across the window pane 

It pours and pours ; 

And swift and wide. 

With a muddy tide, 

Like a river down the gutter roars 

The rain, the welcome rain ! 

The sick man from his chamber looks 

At the twisted brooks ; 

He can feel the cool 

Breath of each little pool ; 

His fevered brain 

Grows calm again, 

And he breathes a blessing on the rain. 

From the neighbouring school 
Come the boys. 
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With more than their wonted noise 

And commotion ; 

And down the wet streets 

Sail their mimic fleets, 

Till the treacherous pool 

Engulfs them in its whirling 

And turbulent ocean. 

In the country, on every side, 

Where far and wide, 

Like a leopard's tawny and spotted hide, 

Stretches the plain, 

To the dry grass and the drier grain 

How welcome is the rain ! 

In the furrowed land 
The toilsome and patient oxen stand ; 
Lifting the yoke-encumbered head. 
With their dilated nostrils spread, 
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They silently inhale 

The clover-scented gale, 

And the vapors that arise 

From the well watered and smoking soil. 

For this rest in the furrow after toil 

Their large and lustrous eyes 

Seem to thank the Lord, 

More than man's spoken word. 

Near at hand. 

From under the sheltering trees, 

The farmer sees 

His pastures, and his fields of grain, 

As they bend their tops 

To the numberless beating drops 

Of the incessant rain. 

He counts it as no sin 

That he see^ therein 

Only his own tlirift and gain. 
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These, and far more than these, 

The Poet sees ! 

Se can behold 

Aquarius old 

Walkmg the fenceless fields of air ; 

And from each ample fold 

Of the clouds about him rolled 

Scattering everywhere 

The showery rain, 

As the farmer scatters his grain. 

He can behold 

Things manifold 

That have not yet been wholly told, -^ 

Have not been wholly sung nor said. 

For his thought, that never stops, 

Follows the water-drops 

Down to the graves of the dead, 

Down through chasms and gulfs profound, 
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To the dreary fountain-head 
Of lakes and rivers under ground J 
And sees them, when the rain is done, 
On the bridge of c(dors seven 
Climbing up once more to heaven, 
Opposite the setting sun. 

Thus the Seer, 

With vision clear. 

Sees forms appear and disappear, 

V 

In the perpetual round of strange, 

Mysterious change 

From birth to death, from death to birth, 

From earth to heaven, from heaven to earth 

Till glimpses more sublime 

Of things, unseen before. 

Unto his wondering eyes reveal 

The Universe, as an immeasurable wheel 

Turning for evermore 

In the rapid and rushing river of Time. 
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TO A CHILD. ^ 



Dear child ! bow radiant on thy mother's knee, 

With merry-making eyes and jocund smiles, 

Thou gazest at the painted tiles, 

Whose figures grace. 

With many a grotesque form and face, 

The ancient chimney of thy nursery ! 

The lady with the gay macaw. 

The dancing girl, the grave bashaw 

With bearded lip and chin ; 

And, leaning idly o'er bis gate, 
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Beneath the imperial fan of state, 
The Chinese mandarin. 

With what a look of proud command 
Thou shakest in thy little hand 
The coral rattle with its silver bells, 
Making a merr}" tune ! 
Thousands of years in Indian seas 
That coral grew, by slow degrees, 
Until some deadly and wild monsoon 
Dashed it on CoroniandePs sand ! 
Those silver bells 
Reposed of yore, 
As shapeless ore. 
Far down in the deep-sunken wells 
Of darksome mines. 
In some obscure and sunless place, 
Beneath huge Chimborazo's base, 
Or steep Potosi's mountain pines ! 
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And thus for thee, O little child, 

Through many a danger and escape, 

The tall ships passed the stormy cape ; 

For thee in foreign lands remote, 

Beneath a burning, tropic clime, 

The Indian peasant, chasing the wild goat. 

Himself as swift and wild, 

Id falling, clutched the frail arbute. 

The fibres of whose shallow root. 

Uplifted from the soil, betrayed 

The silver veins beneath it laid. 

The buried treasures of the miser. Time. 

But, lo ! thy door is left ajar ! 

Thou hearest footsteps from afar ! 

And, at the sound. 

Thou tumest round 

With quick and questioning eyes, 

Like one, who, in a foreign land, 
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Beholds on every hand 

Some source of wonder and surprise ! 

And, restlessly, impatiently, 

Thou strivest, strugglest, to be free. 

The four walls of thy nursery 

Are now like prison walls to thee. 

No more thy mother's smiles, 

No more the painted tiles. 

Delight thee, nor the playthings on the floor 

That won thy little, beating heart before ; 

Thou strugglest for the open door. 

Through these once solitary halls 
Thy pattering footstep falls. 
The sound of thy merry voice 
Makes the old walls 
Jubilant, and they rejoice 
With the joy of thy young heart, 
O'er the light of whose gladness 
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No shadows of sadness 

From the sombre background of memory start. 

Once, ah, once, within these wallsy 
One whom memory oft recalb, 
The Father of his Country, dwelt. 
And yonder meadows broad and damp 
The fires of the besieging camp 
Encircled with a burning belt. 
Up and down these echoing stairs, 
Heavy with the weight of cares, 
Sounded his majestic tread ; 
Yes, within this very room 
Sat he in those hours of gloom, 
Weary both in heart and head. 

But what are these grave thoughts to thee ? 
Out, out ! into the open air ! 
Thy only dream is liberty. 
Thou carest little how or where. 

4 
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I see thee eager at thy play. 

Now shouting to the apples on tlie tree, 

With cheeks as round and red as they ; 

And DOW among the yellow stalks, 

Among the flowering shrubs and plants, 

As restless as the bee. 

Along the garden walks, 

The tracks of thy small carriage- wheels I trai 

And see at every turn how they efface 

Whole villages of sand-roofed tents. 

That rise like golden domes 

Above the cavernous and secret homes 

Of wandering and nomadic tribes of ants. 

Ah, cruel little Tamerlane, 

Who, with thy dreadful reign. 

Dost persecute and overwhelm 

These hapless Troglodytes of thy reahn ! 

What ! tired already ! with those suppliant lo( 
And voice more beautiful than a poet's book 
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Or murmuriDg sound of water as it flows, 
Thou comest back to parley with repose ! 
This rustic seat in the old apple-tree, 
With its overhanging golden canopy 
Of leaves illuminate with autumnal hues, 
And shining with the argent light of dews, 
Shall for a season be our place of rest. 
Beneath us, like an oriole's pendent nest, 
From which the laughing birds have taken wing, 
By thee abandoned, hangs thy vacant swing. 
Dream-like the waters of the river gleam ; 
A sailless vessel drops adown the stream. 
And like it, to a sea as wide and deep. 
Thou driftest gently down the tides of sleep. 

child ! O new-bom denizen 
Of life's great city ! on thy head 
The glory of the mom is shed. 
Like a celestial benison ! 
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Here at the portal thou dost stand. 

And with tbj little hand 

Thou openest the mysterious gate 

Into the future's undiscovered land. 

I see its valves expand) 

As at the touch of FatQ ! 

Into those realms of love and hate, 

Into that darkness blank and drear, 

By some prophetic feeling taught, 

I launch the bold, adventurous thought, 

Freighted with hope and fear ; 

As upon subterranean streams. 

In caverns unexplored and dark. 

Men sometimes launch a fragile bark. 

Laden with flickering fire. 

And watch its swift-receding beams. 

Until at length they disappear. 

And in the distant dark expire. 
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By what astrology of fear or hope 

Dare I to cast thy horoscope ! 

Like the new mooo thy life appears ; 

A little strip of silver light, 

And widening outward mto ni^t 

The shadowy disk of future years ; 

And yet upon its outer rim, 

A luminous circle, faint and dim, 

And scarcely visible to us here. 

Rounds and completes the perfect sphere ; 

A prophecy and intimation, 

A pale and feeble adumbration. 

Of the great world of light, diat lies 

Behind all human desdnies. 

Ah ! if thy fate, with anguish fraught, 
Should be to wet the dusty soQ 
With the hot tears and sweat of toil, — 
To struggle with imperious thought, 
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Until the overburdened brain, 
Weary with labor, faint with pain, 
Like a jarred pendulum, retain 
Only its motion, not its power, — 
Remember, in that perilous hour, 
When most afflicted and oppressed, 
From labor there shall come forth rest. 

And if a more auspicious fate 
On thy advancing steps await. 
Still let it ever be thy pride 
To linger by the laborer's side ; 
With words of sympathy or song 
To cheer the dreary march along 
Of the great army of the poor. 
O'er desert sand, o'er dangerous moor. 
Nor to thyself the task shall be 
Without reward ; for thou shalt learn 
The wisdom early to discern 
True beauty in utility ; 
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As great Pythagoras of jore, 
Standiog beside the blacksmith's door, 
And hearing the hanuners, as they smote 
The anvils with a different note, 
Stole from the varying tones, that hung 
Vibrant on every iron tongue. 
The secret of the sounding wire. 
And formed the seven-chorded lyre. 

Enough ! I will not play the Seer ; 
I will no longer strive to ope 
The mystic volume, where appear 
The herald Hope, forerunning Fear, 
And Fear, the pursuivant of Hope. 
Thy destiny remains untold ; 
For, like Acestes' shaft of old. 
The swift thought kindles as it flies. 
And bums to ashes in the skies. 
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THE OCCULTATION OF ORION. 



I SAW, as in a dream subUme, 
The balance in the hand of Time. 
O'er East and West its beam I'mpendec 
And day, with all its hours of light, 
Was slowly sinking out of sight, 
While, opposite, the scale of night 
Silently with the stars ascended. 

Like the astrologers of eld, 
In that bright vision I beheld 
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Greater and deeper mysteries. 

I saw, with its celestial keys, 

Its chords of air, its frets of fire, 

The Samian's great ^oliao lyre, 

Rising through all its sevenfold bars, 

From earth unto the fixed stars. 

And through the dewy atmosphere, 

Not only could I see, but hear, 

Its wondrous and harmonious strings, 

In sweet vibration, sphere by sphere, 

From Dian's circle light and near. 

Onward to vaster and wider rings, 

Where, chanting through his beard of snows, 

Majestic, mournful, Saturn goes, 

And down the sunless realms of space 

Reverberates the thunder of his bass. 

beneath the sky's triumphal arch 
■^'lis music sounded like a march. 
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And with its chorus seemed to be 
Preluding some great tragedy. 
SIrius was rising in the east ; 
And, slow ascending one by one, 
The kindling constellations shone. 
Begirt with many a blazing star, 
Stood the great giant Algebar, 
Orion, hunter of the beast ! 
His sword hung gleaming by his side, 
And, on his arm, the lion's hide 
Scattered across the midnight air 
The golden radiance of its hair. 

The moon was pallid, but not faint ; 
And beautiful as some fair saint. 
Serenely moving on her way 
In hours of trial and dismay. 
As if she heard the voice of God, 
Unharmed with naked feet she trod 
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Upon the hot aod bunuDg stars, 
As OD the glowing coak and ban 
That were to prore her strength, and tij 
Her holiness and her puritjr. 

Thus moving on, with ulent pace. 
And triumph in her sweet, pale £kc, 
She reached the station of Qrioo. 
Aghast he stood in strange afarm ! 
And suddenlj from his ctMsaeuhtd 
Down fell the red skin of the Soa 
Into the rirer at his (eec 
His mi^itT ebb no looger Ueax 
The forehead of the baQ ; boi bs 
Reeled as of Tore besde the sea. 
When, bfinded br (Eoc^ooL, 
He soodbt the Harikmrh s: ns S'jrgit. 
And, cEisilnDg xtf iat ixfjimrjLm rme^ 
Fixed Us bbmk exec xx^ml ^k hbl. 
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Then, through the silence overhead, 
An angel with a trumpet said, 
** Forevermore, forevermore, 
The reign of violence is o'er ! " 
And, like an instrument that flings 
Its music on another's strings, 
The trumpet of the angel cast 
Upon the heavenly l3rre its blast. 
And on from sphere to sphei^e the words 
Reechoed down the bummg chords, — 
** Forevermore, foreverriiore. 
The reign of violetice is o'er ! '* 
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THE BEIDGE. 



I STOOD on the bridge at midnight, 
As the clocks were striking the hour, 

And the moon rose o'er the city, 
Behmd the dark church-tower. 



I saw her bright reflection 
In the waters under me, 

Like a golden goblet falling 
And sinking into the sea. 
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And far in the hazy distance 
Of that lovely night in June, 

The blaze of the flaming furnace 
Gleamed redder than the moon. 

Among the long, black rafters 

The wavering shadows lay, 
And the current that came from the ocean 

Seemed to lift and bear them away ; 

As, sweeping and eddying through them, 

Rose the belated tide, 
And, streaming into the moonlight, 

The seaweed floated wide. 

And like those waters rushing 

Among the wooden piers, 
A flood of thoughts came o'er me 

That filled my eyes with tears. 
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How often, O, how often, 
In the days that had gone by, 

I had stood on that bridge at midnight 
And gazed on that wave and sky ! 

How often, O," how often, 

I had wished that the ebbing tide 

Would bear me away on its bosom 
O'er the ocean wild and wide ! 

For my heart was hot and restless, 
And my life was full of care. 

And the burden laid upon me 

Seemed greater than I could bear. 

But now it has fallen from me, 

It is buried in the sea ; 
And only the sorrow of others 

Throws its shadow over me. 
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Yet whenever I cross the river 
Oo its bridge with wooden piers, 

Like the odor of brine from the ocean 
Comes the thought of other years. 

And I think how many thousands 
Of care-encumbered men, 

Each bearing his burden of sorrow. 
Have crossed the bridge since then. 

I see the long procession 

Still passing to and fro, 
The young heart hot and restless. 

And the old subdued and slow ! 

And forever and forever. 
As long as the river flows, 

As long as the heart has passions, 
As long as life has woes ; 
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The moon and its broken reflection 
And its shadows shall appear^ 

As the symbol of love in heaven. 
And its wavering image here. 
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TO THE DRIVING CLOUD. 



Gloomt and dark art thou, O chief of the mighty 
Oraawhaws ; 

Gloomy and dark, as the driving cloud, whose 
name thou hast taken ! 

Wrapt in thy scarlet blanket, I see thee stalk 
through the city's 

Narrow and populous streets, as once by the mar- 
gin of rivers 
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Stalked those birds unknown, that have left us 

only their footprints. 
What, in a few short years, will remain of thy 

race but the footprints ? 

How canst thou walk in these streets, who hast 

trod the green turf of the prairies ? 
How canst thou breathe in this air, who hast 

breathed the sweet air of the mountains ? 
Ah ! 't is in vain that with lordly looks of disdain 

thou dost challenge 
Looks of dislike in return, and question these 

walls and these pavements, 
Claiming the soil for thy hunting-grounds, while 

down-trodden miUions 
Starve in the garrets of Europe, and cry from its 

caverns that they, too. 
Have been created heirs of the earth, and claim 

its division ! 
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Back, then, back to thy woods in the regions west 

of the Wabash ! 
There as a monarch thou reignest. In autumn 

the leaves of the maple 
Pave the floors of thy palace-halls with gold, and 

in summer 
Pine-trees waft through its chambers the odorous 

breath of their branches. 
There thou art strong and great, a hero, a tamer 

of horses ! 
There thou chasest the stately stag on the banks 

of the Elk-horn, 
Or by the roar of the Running-Water, or where 

the Omawhaw 
Calls thee, and leaps through the wild ravine like 

a brave of the Blackfeet ! 

Hark ! what murmurs arise from the heart of those 
mountainous deserts ? 
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Is it the cry of the Foxes and Crows, or the 

mighty Behemoth, 
Who, unharmed, on his tusks once caught the 

bohs of the thunder. 
And now lurks in his lair to destroy the race of 

the red man ? 
Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the 

Crows and the Foxes, 
Far more fatal to thee and thy race than the tread 

of Behemoth, 
Lo ! the big thunder-canoe, that steadily breasts 

the Missouri's 
Merciless current ! and yonder, afar on the prair- 
ies, the camp-fires 
Gleam through the night ; and the cloud of dust 

in the gray of the daybreak 
Marks not the buiSalo's track, nor the Mandan's 

dexterous horse-race ; 
It is a caravan, whitening the desert where dwell 

the Camanches ! 
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Ha ! bow the breath of these Saxons and Celts, 
like the blast of the east-wind, 

Drifts evermore to the west the scanty smokes of 
thy wigwams ! 




SONGS 
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SEAWEED. 



When descends on the Atlantic 

The gigantic 
Storm-wind of the equinox, 
Landward in his wrath he scourges 

The toiling surges, 
Laden with seaweed from the rocks : 
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From Bennuda's ree& ; from edges 

Of sunken ledges, 
In some iar-off, bright Azore ; 
From Bahama, and the dashing, 

Silyer-flashing 
Surges of San Salvador ; 

From the tumbling surf, that buries 
The Orkneyan skerries, 

Answering the hoarse Hebrides ; 

And from wrecks of ships, and drifting 
Spars, uplifting 

On the desolate, rainy seas ;— 

Ever drifting, drifting, drifting 

On the shifting 
Currents of the restless main ; 
Till in sheltered coves, and reaches 

Of sandy beaches. 
All have found repose again. 
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So when storms of wild emotion 

Strike the ocean 
Of the poet's soul, ere long 
From each cave and rocky fastness, 

In its vastness, 
Floats some fragment of a song : 

From the far-off isles enchanted, 

Heaven has planted 
With the golden fruit of Truth ; 
From the flashing surf, whose vision 

Gleams Elysian 
In the tropic clime of Youth ; 

From the strong Will, and the Endeavour 

That forever 
Wrestles with the tides of Fate ; 
From the wreck of Hopes far-scattered. 

Tempest-shattered, 
Floating waste and desolate ;-^ 
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Ever drifting, drifting, drifting 

On the shifting 
Currents of the restless heart ; 
Till at length in books recorded, 

They, like hoarded 
Household words, no more depart. 
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THE DAY IS DONE. 



^^E day is done, and the darkness 
Falls from the wings of Night, 

•^s a feather is wafted downward 
From an eagle in his flight. 

I see the lights of the village 

Gleam through the rain and the mist. 
And a feeling of sadness comes o'er me, 

That my soul cannot resist : 



A feeling of sadness and longmg, 

That is not akin to pain, 
And resembles sorrow only 

As the mist resembles the rain. 

Come, read to me some poem, 
Some simple and heartfelt lay. 

That shall soothe this restless feeling. 
And banish the thoughts of day. 

Not from the grand old masters, 
Not from the bards sublime. 

Whose distant footsteps echo 
Through the corridors of Time. 

For, like strains of martial music, 
Their mighty thoughts suggest 

Life's endless toil and endeavour ; 
And to-night I long for rest. 
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^kCead from some himibler poet, 

Whose songs gushed from his heart, 
-^s showers from the clouds of summer, 
Or tears from the eyelids start ; 

"Who, through long days of labor. 

And nights devoid of ease. 
Still heard in his soul the music 
Of wonderful melodies. 

Such songs have power to quiet 

The restless pulse of care. 
And come like the benediction 

That follows after prayer. 

Then read from the treasured volume 

The poem of thy choice. 
And lend to the rhyme of the poet 

The beauty of thy voice. 
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And the night shall be filled with music 
And the cares, that infest the daj, 

Shall fold their tents, like the Arabs, 
And as silently steal away. 




61 



AFTERNOON IN FEBRUARY. 



The day is ending, 
The night is descending ; 
The marsh is frozen, 
The river dead. 

Through clouds like ashes, 
The red sun flashes 
On village windows 
That glimmer red. 

6 
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POEMS. 

The snow recommences ; 
The buried fences 
Mark no longer 

The road o'er the plam ; 

While through the meadows, 
Like fearful shadows, 
Slowly passes 
A funeral train. 

The bell is pealing, 
And every feeling 
Within me responds 
To the dismal knell ; 

Shadows are trailing, 
My heart is bewailing 
And tolling within 
Like a funeral bell. 



83 



To 



AN OLD DANISH SONG-BOOK. 



Welcome, wj old inend, 
Welcome to a foreign fireside, 
While the sullen gales of autumn 
Shake the windows. 

The migrateful world 
Has, it seems, dealt hai^hlj with thee, 
Since, beneath the skies of Denmark, 
First I met thee. 
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There are marks of age, 
There are thumb-marks on thy ma 
Made by hands that clasped thee rui 
At the alehouse. 

Soiled and dull thou art ; 
Yellow are thy time-worn pages, 
As the russet, rain-molested 
Leaves of autumn. 

Thou art stained with wine 
Scattered from hilarious goblets, 
As these leaves with the libations 
Of Olympus. 

Yet dost thou recall 
Days departed, half-forgotten. 
When in dreamy youth I wandered 
By the Baltic, — 
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When I paused to hear 
The old ballad of King Christian 
Shouted from suburban tayems 
In the twilight. 

"Thou recallest bards, 
\Vho, in solitary chambers, 
And with hearts by passion wasted, 
Wrote thy pages. 

Thou recallest homes 
Where thy songs of love and friendship 
Made the gloomy Northern winter 
Bright as summer. 

Qoce some ancient Scald, 
In his bleak, ancestral Iceland, 
Chanted staves of these old ballads 
To the Vikings. 
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Once in Elsinore, 
At the court of old King Hamlet, 
Yorick and his boon companions 
Sang these ditties. 

Once Prince Frederick's Guard 
Sang them in their smoky barracks j 
Suddenly the English cannon 
Joined the chorus ! 

Feasants in the field, 
Sailors on the roaring ocean, 
Students, tradesmen, pale mechanic 
All have sung them. 

Thou hast been their friend ; 
They, alas ! have left thee friendless 
Yet at least by one warm fireside 
Art thou welcome. 
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And, as swallows build 
In these wide, old-fashioned chimneys, 
So thy twittering songs shall nestle 
In my bosom, — 

Quiet, close, and warm. 
Sheltered from all molestation. 
And recalling by their voices 
Youth and travel. 
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WALTER VON DER VOGELWEIDE. 



VoGELWEiD the Minnesinger, 
When he left this world of ours, 

Laid his body in the cloister, 

Under Wiirtzburg's minster towers. 

And he gave the monks his treasm*es. 
Gave them all with this behest : 

They should feed the birds at noontide 
Daily on his place of rest ; 
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Sayixig, ^^From these wandering minstrels 
*- bave learned the art of song ; 

l^^t me now repay the lessons 

^bey have taught so well and long." 

""^ l)us the bard of love departed ; 

And, fulfilling his desire, 
^'^ bis tomb the birds were feasted 

By the children of the choir. 

X>ay by day, o'er tower and turret. 

In foul weather and in fair, 
Bay by day, in vaster numbers. 

Flocked the poets of the air. 

On the tree whose heavy branches 

Overshadowed all the place. 
On the pavenaent. od the tombftooe, 

On the poet's sculptured iace. 
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On the cross-bars of each window, 

On the lintel of each door, 
They renewed the War of Wartburg, 

Which the bard had fought before. 

There they sang their merry carols, 
Sang their lauds on every side ; 

And the name their voices uttered 
Was the name of Vogelweid. 

Till at length the portly abbot 

Murmured, "Why this waste of food 

Be it changed to loaves henceforward 
For our fasting brotherhood." 

Then in vain o'er tower and turret. 
From the walls and woodland nests. 

When the minster bells rang noontide. 
Gathered the unwelcome guests. 



WALTER YOU DEJEL YOGELWEIDE. 91 

*I^heD in yaln, with cries discordant, 

Clamorous round the Gothic spire, 
Screamed the feathered Minnesingers 
For the children of the choir. 

Time has long effaced the inscriptions 
On the cloister's funeral stones, 

And tradition only tells us 
Where repose the poet's bones. 

But around the vast cathedral, 

Bj sweet echoes multiplied. 
Still the birds repeat the legend. 

And the name of Vogelweid. 
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DBINKING SONG. 

IHSCBIPTIOH FOR AN ANTiqUE PITCHER. 

Come, old friend ! sit down and listen ! 

From the pitcher, placed between us, 
How the waters laugh and glisten 

In the head of old Silenus ! 

Old Silenus, bloated, drunken, 
Led by his inebriate Satyrs ; 

On his breast his head is sunken, 
Vacantly he leers and chatters. 
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^auns with youthful Bacchus follow ; 
Iry crowDs that brow supernal 
As the forehead of Apollo, 
And possessing youth etenud* 

Round about him, fair Bacchantes, 
Bearing cymbals, flutes, and thyrses, 

Wnd from Naxian groves, or Zante's 
Vineyards, sing delirious rerses. 

Thus he won, through all the nations. 
Bloodless Tictories, and the fanner 

Bore, as trophies and oblations. 
Vines for banners, plooghs for armor. 

Judged by no o'erzealous rigor, 
Much thb mystic tfaroog expresses : 

Bacchus was the type of vigor, 
And SijCDus of excesses. 
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These are ancient ethnic revels, 
Of a faith long since forsaken ; 

Now the Satyrs, changed to devils. 
Frighten mortals wine-o'ertaken. 

Now to rivulets from the mountains 
Point the rods of fortune-teDers ; 

Youth perpetual dwells in fountains, — 
Not m flasks, and casks, and cellars. 

Claudius, though he sang of flagons 
And huge tankards filled with Rhenish, 

From that fiery blood of dragons 
Never would his own replenish. 

Even Redi, though he chaunted 
Bacchus in the Tuscan valleys, 

Never drank the wine he vaunted 
In his dithyrambic sallies. 
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Tben with water fill the pitcher 
Wreathed about with classic fables ; 

Ne'er Falemian threw a richer 
Light upon LucuUus' tables. 

Come, old friend, sit down and listen ! 

As it passes thus between us, 
How its wavelets laugh and glisten 

In the head of old Silenus ! 
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THE OLD CLOCK ON THE STAIRS. 



L'^temiU est une pendule, dont le balancier dit et redit sans cease ( 
deux mots seulement, dans le silence des tombeaox: " Toujoura I Jama 
Jamais! toujoura I" 
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Somewhat back from the village street 
Stands the old-fashioned country-seat. 
Across its antique portico 
Tall poplar-trees their shadows throw ; 
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A.nd from its station in the hall 
A.D ancient timepiece says to all, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! ** 

Halfway up the stairs it stands, . 

And points and beckons with its hands 
Prom its case of massive oak, 
Like a monk, who, under his cloak, 
Crosses himself, and sighs, alas ! 
With sorrowful voice to all who pass, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! " 

B7 d^ its voice b low and light ; 
But in the silent dead of night, 
Distinct as a passing footstep's fall, 
It echoes along the vacant hall. 
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Along the ceiling, along the floor, 
And seems to say, at each chamber-doo. 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! ** 



Through days of sorrow and of mirth. 
Through days of death and days of birth, 
Through every swift vicissitude 
Of changeful time, unchanged it has stoo( 
And as if, like God, it all things saw, 
It calmly repeats those words of awe, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! *' 

In that mansion used to be 
Free-hearted Hospitality; 
His great fires up the chimney roared ; 
The stranger feasted at his board ; 
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But, Vke the skeleton at the feast, 
That warning timepiece never ceased, 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever I" 



There groups of merry children played, 
There youths and maidens dreaming strayed ; 
precious hour» 1 O golden prime. 
And affluence of love and time ! . 
Even as a miser counts his gold, . 
Those hours the ancient timepiece told, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever! '* 

From that chamber, clothed in white. 
The bride came forth on her wedding night ; 
There, in that sUent room below. 
The dead ky in his shroud of snow ; 
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And in the hush that followed the prayer, 
Was heard the old clock on the stairy — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever ! " . 

All are scattered now and fled, 
Some are married, some are dead ; 
And when I ask, with throbs of pain, 
^^ Ah ! when shall they all meet again ? '^ 
As in the days long-since gone by, 
The ancient timepiece makes reply, — 
" Forever — never I . 
Never — forever ! " 

Never here, forever there, 
Where all parting, pain, and care. 
And death, and time shall disappear, -^ 
Forever there, but never here I 
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The horologe of Eternity 
Sayeth this mcessantly, — 
" Forever — never ! 
Never — forever I ** 
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THE ARROW AND THE SONG. 



I SHOT an arrow into the air, 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For, so swiftly it flew, the sight 
Could not follow it in its flight. 

I breathed a song into the air. 
It fell to earth, I knew not where ; 
For who has sight so keen and strong. 
That it can follow the flight of song ? 
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XiOng, loDg afterward, in an oak 
1 found the arrow, still unbroke ; 
And the song, from beginning to end, 
I found again in the heart of a friend. 



SONNETS. 
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THE EVENING STAR. 



lo ! in the painted oriel of the West, 
Whose panes the sunken sun incarnadines, 
Like a fair lady at her casement, shines 
The evening star, the star of love and rest ! 
And then anon she doth herself divest 
Of all her radiant garments, and reclines 
Behind the sombre screen of yonder pines, 
With slumber sEnd soft dreams of love oppressed. 
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O my beloved, my sweet Hesperus ! 

My morning and my evening star of love ! 

My best and gentlest lady ! even thus, 

As that fair planet in the sky above, 

Dost thou retire unto thy rest at night, 

And from thy darkened window fades the light. 
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AUTUMN. 



Thou comest, Autumn, heralded by the ram, 
With bamiers, by great gales incessant fanned, 
Blighter than brightest silks of Samarcand, 
And stately oxen harnessed to thy wain ! 
Thou standest, like imperial Charlemagne, 
Upon thy bridge of gold ; thy royal hand 
Outstretched with benedictions o'er the land, 

the farms through all thy vast domain ! 
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Thy shield is the red harvest moon, suspended 
So long beneath the heaven's overhanging eaves , 
Thy steps are by the farmer's prayers attended ; 
Like flames upon an altar shine the sheaves ; 
And, following thee, in thy ovation splendid, 
Thine almoner, the wind, scatters the golden 
leaves ! 




Ill 



DANTE. 



Tuscan, that wanderest through the reabns of 

gloom, 
With thoughtful pace, and sad, majestic eyes. 
Stern thoughts and awful from thy soul arise, 
Like Farinata fitnn hb fieiy tomb. 
Tlqr sacred song is like the trump of doom ; 
Yet in thj heart what human sympathies. 
What soft compassion glows, as m the sides 
The tender stars their clouded lamps relume I 
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Methinks I see thee stand, with pallid cheeks, 
By Fra Hilario in his diocese, 
As up the convent-walls, in golden streaks. 
The ascending sunbeams mark the day's decrease ; 
And, as he asks what there the stranger seeks. 
Thy voice along the cloister whispers, " Peace ! " 



TRANSLATIONS. 



8 



115 



THE HEMLOCK TREE. 

FKOM THS OXBMAV. 

O HEMLOCK tree ! O hemlock tree ! how &itb- 
ful are tfa7 branches ! 
Green not alone hi summer thne^ 
But m the wmter's frost and rime ! 
O hemlock tree! O hemlock tree! bow fiuthfiil 
are thy branches I 
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O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithles 
thy hosom ! 
To love me in prosperity, 
And leave me in adversity ! 
O maiden fair ! O maiden fair ! how faithless U 
thy hosom ! 

The nighungale, the nightingale, thou tak^st for 
thine example ! 
So long as summer laughs she sings, 
But in the autunm spreads her wings. 
The nighungale, the nightingale, thou tak'st foi 
thine example ! 

The meadow brook, the meadow brook, b mix 
ror of thy falsehood I 
It flows so long as falls the rain, 
In drought its springs soon dry again. 
The meadow brook, the meadow brook, is nui 
ror of thy falsehood I 
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ANNIE OF THARAW. 

rBOH THX LOW QMBMAM OV UUOM HACK. 

AifNiE of Tharaw, my true love of old, 
She is my life, and my goods, and my gold. 

Annie of Tharaw, her heart once again 
To me has surrendered in joy and in pain. 

Aniue of Tharaw, mj riches, mj good. 
Thou, O my soul, my flesh and my blood ! 
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Then come the wild weather, come sleet 

come snow, 
We will stand by each other, however it blow. 

Oppression, and sickness, and sorrow, and paL 
8hall be to our true love as links to the chain. 

As the palm-tree standeth so straight and so ta 
The more the hail beats, and the more the ra 
fall,— 

So love in our hearts shall grow mighty a 

strong. 
Through crosses, through sorrows, through mai 

fold wrong. 

Shouldst thou be torn from me to wander alone 
In a desolate land where the sun is scar 
known, -^ 
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Through forests I 'U follow, and where the sea 

flows, 
Through ice, and through iron, through armies 

of foes. 

Annie of Tharaw, my light and my sun. 
The threads of our two lives are woven m 
one. 

Whate'er I have hidden thee thou hast obeyed. 
Whatever forbidden thou hast not gainsaid. 

How in the turmoil of life can love stand, 
Where there is not one heart, and one mouth, 
and one hand ? 

Some seek for dissension, and trouble, and 

strife; 
^ike a dog and a cat live such man and wife. 
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Annie of Tharaw, such is not our love ; 
Thou art mj lambkm, my chick, and my dove. 

Whatever my desire is, in thme may be seen ; 
I am kmg of the household, and thou art its 
queen. 

It is this, O my Annie, my heart's sweetest rest, 
That makes of us twain but one soul in one 
breast. 

This turns to a heaven the hut where we dwell ; 
While wrangling soon changes a home to a hell. 
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THE STATUE OVER THE CATHEDRAL 

DOOR. 

ntoH THX eiBMAir or jvliui hosxit. 

Forms of saints and kings are standing 

The cathedral door above ; 
Yet I saw but one among them 

Who hath soothed my soul with love* 

In his mantle, — wound about him, 
As their robes the sowers wind, — 

Bore he swallows and their fledglmgs, 
Flowers and weeds of every kind. 
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And so stands he calm and childlike, 
High m wind and tempest wild ; 

O, were I like him exalted, 
I would be like him, a child ! 

And my songs, — green leaves and blossoms, 
To the doors of heaven would bear^ 

Calling, even in storm and tempest,* 
Round me still these birds of air. 
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THE LEGEND OF THE CROSSBILL. 

raOH THS QKMMAM OF TVUVS HOfSC 

On the cross the djriog Saviour 
Heayenward lifts Ins ejelids cahn. 

Feels, but scarcely feels, a trembling 
In lus pierced and bleeding palm. 

And bj all the world forsaken. 
Sees he how with zealous care 

At the ruthless naO of iron 
A little bird b stzirii^ there. 
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Stained with blood and never tiring. 
With its beak it doth not cease, 

From the cross 't would free the Saviotu 
Its Creator's Son release. 

And the Saviour speaks m mildness :' 
'^ Blest be thou of all the good ! 

Bear, as token of this moment, 
Marks of blood and holy rood ! '' 

And that bird is called the crossbill ; 

Covered all with blood so clear. 
In die groves of pine it singeth 

Songs, like legends, strange to hear. 
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THE SEA HATH ITS PEARLS. 



FBOM TBI OSRlf AH OF BXIHRICB BXIHX. 

The sea hath its pearls, 
The heaven hath its stars ; 

But my heart, my heart, 
My heart hath its love. 

Great are the sea and the heaven ; 

Yet greater is my heart, 
And fairer than pearls and stars 

Flashes and beams my love. 
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Thou little, youthful maiden, 
Come unto my great heart ; 

My heart, and the sea, and the heaven 
Are mehing away with love ! 
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POETIC APHOBISMS. 



nOK THX SIHirOXDICBTB OF PKIXOBICH TOV LOflAV 



B MVMMtMUM rB OZHTUKT. 



MONET* 



Whereuhto b mooej good ? 
Who has it not wants hardihood, 
Who has it has much trouble and care, 
Who once has had it has despair. 
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THE BEST MEDICINES. 

Joy and Temperance and Repose 
Slam the door on the doctor's nose. 



sm. 

Man-like is it to fall into sb. 
Fiend-like is it to dwell therein, 
Christ-like b it for sm to grieve, 
God-like is it all sin to leave. 



POBTIO APH0BISM8. 129 



POVERTY AND BLINDNESS. 

A blind man is a poor man, and blind a poor 

man is; 
For the former seeth no man, and the latter no 

man sees. 



LAW OF LIFE. 

Live I, so live I, 
To my Lord heartily, 
To my Prince faithfully. 
To my Neighbour honestly. 
Die I, so die I. 
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CREEDS. 

Lutheran, Popish, Calvinisdc, all these creed 

doctrines three 
Extant are ; hut still the doubt is, where C 

tianity may he. 



THE RESTLESS HEART. 

A millstone and the human heart are driven 

round ; 
K they have nothing else to grind, they 

themselves be ground. 
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CHRISTIAN LOVE. 



Wihilom Love was like a fire, and warmth and 

comfort it bespoke ; 
But, alas ! it now is quenched, and only bites us, 

like the smoke. 



ART AND TACT. 



Intelligence and courtesy not always are com- 
bined; 

Often in a wooden house a golden room we 
find. 
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RETRIBUTION. 

Though the mills of God grind slowly, yet the; 

grind exceeding small ; 
Though with patience he stands waiting, with ei 

actness grinds he all. 



TRUTH. 

When by night the frogs are croaking, kindle bi 

a torch's fire. 
Ha ! how soon they all are silent ! Thus Trul 

silences the liar. 
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RHYMES. 

If perhaps these rhjnnes of mine should sound 
not well b strangers' ears, 

They have only to bethink them that it happens 
so with theirs ; 

For so long as words, like mortals, call a father- 
land their own. 

They will be most highly valued where they are 
best and longest known. 
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CURFEW. 
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I. 

Solemnly, mournfully, 

Dealing its dole, 
The Curfew Bell 

Is beginning to toll. 

Cover the embers. 
And put out the light ; 

Toil comes with the morning, 
And rest with the night. 
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Dark grow the windows. 
And quenched is the fire ; 

Sound fades into silence, — 
An footsteps retire. 

No voice m the chambers, 
No sound m the hall ! 

Sleep and oblivion 
Reign over all ! 



CUBFEW* Jo9 



II. 

The book is completed^ 
And closed, like the day ; 

And the hand that has written it 
Lays it away. 

Dim grow its fancies ; 

Forgotten they lie ; 
Like coals in the ashes, 

They darken and (Ue« 

Song sinks into silence, 

The story is told. 
The windows are darkened, 

The hearth-stone is cold. 
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Darker and darker 

The black shadows fall ; 
Sleep and oUirioo 

Reign over all. 



EYANGELINE, 



A TALE OF ACADIE. 



1847. 
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EVANGELINE. 



This is the forest primeval. The murmuring 
pmes and the hemlocks, 

Bearded with moss, and in g^ments green, indis- 
tinct in the twilight. 

Stand like Druids of eld, with voices sad and 
prophetic. 

Stand like harpers boar, with beards that rest on 
their bosoms. 

Loud from its rocky caverns, the deep-voiced 
neighbouring ocean 
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EVANGELINE. 



Speaks, and in accents disconsolate answers thi 
wail of the forest. 



This is the forest primeval ; but where are th 

hearts that beneath it 
Leaped like the roe, when he hears in the wood 

land the voice of the huntsman ? 
Where is the thatch-roofed village, the home o 

Acadian farmers, — 
Men whose lives glided on like rivers that watc 

the woodlands, 
Darkened by shadows of earth, but reflecting a 

image of heaven ? 
Waste are those pleasant farms, and the farmer 

forever departed ! 
Scattered like dust and leaves, when the might 

blasts of October 
Seize them, and whirl them aloft, and sprinkl( 

them far o'er the ocean. 
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Naught but tradition remains of the beautiful vil- 
lage of Grand-Pr^. 



l^e who believe m affection that hopes, and 

endures, and is patient, 
Te who believe in the beautj and strength of 

woman's devotion, 
List to the mournful tradition still sung by the 

pines of the forest ; 
List to a Tale of Love in Acadie, home of the 

bappy. 



10 
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PART THE FIRST. 



I. 



In the Acadian land, on the shores of the Basin 

of Minas, 
Distant, secluded, still, the little village of Grand- 

Pr6 
I^ay in the fruitful valley. Vast meadows 

stretched to the eastward. 
Giving the village its name, and pasture to flocks 

without number. 
Bikes, that the hands of the farmers had raised 

with labor incessant, 
Shut out the turbulent tides ; but at stated 

seasons the flood-gates 
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Opened, and welcomed the sea to wander 

o'er the meadows. 
West and south there were fields of flax 

orchards and cornfields 
Spreading afar and unfenced o'er the plain 

away to the northward 
Blomidon rose, and the forests old, and a] 

the mountains 
Sea-fogs pitched their tents, and mists fi*o 

mighty Atlantic 
Looked on the happy valley, but ne'er firon 

station descended. 
There, in the midst of its farms, repose 

Acadian village. 
Strongly built were the houses, with firam 

oak and of chestnut. 
Such as the peasants of Normandy built i 

reign of the Henries. 
Thatched were the roofs, with dormer-wine 

and gables projectmg 



BYANGELINE. 
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rer the basement below protected and shaded 

the door-way. 
lere in the tranquil evenings of summer, when 

brightly the sunset 
;hted the village street, and gilded the vanes 

on the chimneys, 
itrons and maidens sat in snow-white caps and 

m kirtles 
arlet and blue and green, with distafis spin- 
ning the golden 
ix for the gossiping looms, whose noisy shuttles 

within doors 
]gled their sound with the whir of the wheels 

and the songs of the maidens, 
letnnly down the street came the parish priest, 

and the children 
ised in their play to kiss the hand he extended 

to bless them, 
^erend walked he among them ; and up rose 

matrons and maidens, 



4p 
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Hailmg his slow approach with words of 

tionate welcome. 
Then came the laborers home from the fielc 

serenely the sun sank 
Down to his rest, and twilight prevailed. 

from the belfry 
Sofdy the Angelus sounded, and over the 

of tlie village 
Columns of pale blue smoke, like clouds 

cense ascending, 
Rose from a hundred hearths, the homes of 

and contentment. 
Thus dwelt togetlier in love these simple A( 

farmers,— 
Dwelt in the love of God and of man. 

were they free from 
Fear, that reigns with the tyrant, and env^ 

vice of republics. 
Neither locks had they to their doors, noj 

to their windows ; 
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But their dwellings were open as day and the 

hearts of the owners ; 
There the richest was poor, and the poorest lived 

in abundance. 



Somewhat apart from the village, and nearer 
the Basin of Minas, 

Benedict Bellefontame, the wealthiest farmer of 
Grand-Pre, 

Dwelt on his goodly acres ; and with him, direct- 
ing his household. 

Gentle Evangelme lived, his child, and the pride 
of the village. 

Stahrorth and stately in form was the man of sev- 
enty winters ; 

Hearty and hale was he, an oak that is covered 
with snow-flakes ; 

White as the snow were his locks, and his cheeks 
as brown as the oak-leaves. 



1st STAKGELIKX. 



Fair ms she to bdiold, that maiden (^ seveatee 



Bhck were her eyts as the beny that grows o 

the thom faj the way-side, 
Bbck, jet how sofiljr they Reamed beneath th 

hroim shade of her tresses ! 
Sweet was her hreath as the breath of kine tba 

feed m the meadows. 
When in the hanrest heat she bore to the reaper 

at noontide 
Fhgons of home-brewed ale, ah ! fair b sootl 

was die maiden. 
Fairer was she when, on Sunday mom, while thi 

bell firom its turret 
Sprinkled with hcdy sounds the air, as the pries 

widi hb hyssop 
Sprinkles the coi^regation, and scatters blessmgs 

upon them, 
Down the long street she passed, with her chap- 

let of beads and her missal. 
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Wearing her Nonnan cap, and her kbtle of bloe, 

and the ear-rings. 
Brought m the olden time frcHn France, aid 

since, as an heirloom. 
Handed down from mother to child, duoag^ kx^ 

generations. 
But a celestial brightness — ft more ethereal 

beauty — 
Shone on her face and endrcled her form, when, 

after confession, 
Homeward serenely she walked with God's bene- 
diction upon her. 
When she had passed, it seemed like the ceafii^ 

of exquisite music, 
^ffmly builded with rafters of oak, the house of 

the farmer 
Stood on the side of a hill commanding the sea ; 

and a shady 
Syoiinore grew by the door, with a woodbine 

wreathing around it. 
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Rudely carved was the porch, with seats b( 

neath ; and a footpath 
Led tlirough an orchard wide, and disappeare 

in tlie meadow. 
Under the sycamore-tree were hives overhung I 

a penthouse, 
Such as the traveller sees in regions remote I 
% the road-side, 

Built o'er a box for the poor, or the blessc 

image of Mary. 
Farther down, on the slope of the hill, was tl: 

well with its moss-grown 
Bucket, fastened with u:on, and near it a troug 

for the horses. 
Shielding the house from storms, on the nortl 

were the barns and the farm-yard. 
There stood the broad-wheeled wains and tl 

antique ploughs and the harrows ; 
There were the folds for the sheep ; and then 

in his feathered seraglio, 
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Strutted the lordly turkey, and crowed the cock, 

with the selfsame 
Voice that in ages of old had startled the peni- 
tent Peter. 
Bursting with hay were the bams, themselves a 

village. In each one 
Far o'er the gable projected a roof of thatch ; 

and a staircase. 
Under the sheltering eaves, led up to the odorous 

corn-loft. 
There too the dove-cot stood, with its meek and 

iimocent inmates 
Murmurmg ever of love ; wliile above in the 

variant breezes 
Numberless noisy weathercocks rattled and sang 

of mutation. 



Thus, at peace witli God and the world, the 
farmer of Grand-Pre 
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Lived on his sunny farm, and Evangeline 

erned his household. 
Many a youth, as he knelt in the churc 

opened his missal. 
Fixed his eyes upon her, as the saint of his 

est devotion ; 
Happy was he who might touch her hand 

hem of her garment ! 
Many a suitor came to her door, by the da 

befriended. 
And as he knocked and waited to hear the 

of her footsteps, 
Knew not which beat the louder, his heart 

knocker of iron ; 
Or at the joyous feast of the Patron Saint 

village. 
Bolder grew, and pressed her hand in the 

as he whispered 
Hurried words of love, that seemed a part • 

music. 
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But, among all who came, young Gabriel only 

was welcome ; 
Gabriel Lajemiesse, the son of Basil the black 

smith, 
Who was a mighty man in the village, and hon- 
ored of all men ; 
For since the birth of time, throughout aU ages 

and nations, 
Has the craft of the smith been held in repute by 

the people. 
Basil was Benedict's friend. Their children 

from earliest childhood 
Grew up together as brother and sister ; and 

Father Felician, 
Priest and pedagogue both in the village, had 

taught them their letters 
Out of the selfsame book, with the Ii3rmn8 of the 

church and the plain-song. 
Bat when the hymn was sung, and the daily 

lesson completed, 
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Swiftly they hurried away to the forge of B 

the blacksmith. 
There at the door they stood, with wondei 

eyes to behold him 
Take in his leathern lap the hoof of the horse 

a plajlhing, 
Nailing the shoe in its place ; while near him 

lire of the cart-wheel 
Lay like a fiery snake, coiled round in a cii 

of cinders. 
Oft on autumnal eves, when without in the ga 

ering darkness 
Bursting with light seemed the smithy, throt 

every cranny and crevice. 
Warm by the forge within they watched the 

boring bellows. 
And as its panting ceased, and the sparks c 

pired in the ashes. 
Merrily laughed, and said they were nuns goi 

into the chapel. 
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Qfi on sledges in winter, as swift as the swoop 

of the eagle, 
Down the hill-side boundmg, they glided awvj 

o'er the meadow* 
Oft in the bams they climbed to the populous 

nests on the rafters, 
Seeking with eager eyes that wondrous stone, 

which the swallow 
Brings from the shore of the sea to restore the 

sight of its fledglings ; 
Lucky was he who found that stone in the nest 

of the swallow ! 
Thus passed a few swift years, and they no 

longer were children. 
Be was a valiant youth, and his face, like the 

face of the morning, 
Gladdened the earth with its light, and ripened 

thought into action. 
Bhe was a woman now, with the heart and hopes 

of a woman. 
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BYANGELINB. 



^^ Sunshine of Saint Eulalie " was she 

for that was the sunshine 
Which, as the farmers believed, would 1 

orchards with apples ; 
She, too, would brbg to her-husbanc 

delight and abundance. 
Filling it full of love and the ruddy faces 

dren. 
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II. 



w had the season returned, wben the ni^as 

grow colder and longer, 
d the retreatmg sun the sign of the Scorpoo 

enters. 
ds of passage sailed throu^ the leaden air, 

from the ice-bound, 
solate northern bays to the shores of tropical 

bhnds. 
rvests were gathered m; and wild nitfa the 

winds of September 

resded the trees of the forest, as Jacob of old 

with the angeL 
11 
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Brought back the evenmg star to the sky, and 

the herds to the homestead. 
Pawing the ground they came, and resting tbdr 

necks on each other, 
And with their nostrils distended inhalmg Ae 

freshness of ev«iiDg« 
Foremost, bearing the bell, Evangeline's beautiful 

heifer, 
Proud of her snow-wlute lude, and the ribbon 

that waved from her collar, 
Quietly paced and slow, as if conscious of human 

affection. 
Then came the shepherd back with his bleating 

flocks from the sea-aide, 
Where was their favorite pasture* Behind them 

followed the watch-dog. 
Patient, full of importance, and grand in the 

pride of his instinct) 
WaUdng from side to side with a brdly air, Ind 

superbly 
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Waving his busby tail, and ur^g forward the 

stragglers ; 
Regent of flocks was he when the shepherd slept ; 

their protector, 
When from the forest at night, through the starry 

silence, the wolves howled. 
Late, with the rising moon, returned the wains 

from the marshes. 
Laden with briny hay, that filled the air with its 

odor. 
Cheerily neighed the steeds, with dew on their 

manes and their fetlocks. 
While aloft on their shoulders the wooden and 

ponderous saddles. 
Painted with brilliant dyes, and adorned with 

tassels of crimson. 
Nodded in bright array, like hollyhocks heavy 

with blossoms. 
Patiently stood the cows meanwhile, and yielded 

their udders 



166 ETANGELIMB. 

Unto the milkmaid's hand ; whilst loud and m 

regular cadence 
Into the sounding pails the foaming streamlets 

descended. 
Lowing of cattle and peals of laughter were 

heard in the farm-yard, 
Echoed back by the barns. Anon they sank into 

stillness ; 
Heavily closed, with a jarring sound, the valves 

of the barn-doors, 
Rattled the wooden bars, and all for a season 

was silent. 



In-doors, warm by the wide-mouthed fireplacei 

idly the farmer 
Sat in his elbow-chair, and watched how the 

flames and the smoke-wreaths 
Struggled together like foes in a burning city. 

Behind him. 
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Nodding and mocking along the wall, with ges- 
tures fantastic, 

Darted his own huge shadow, and vanished away 
into darkness. 

Faces, clumsily carved m oak, on the back of 
his arm-chair 

Laughed in the flickering light, and the pewtei 
plates on the dresser 

Caught and reflected the flame, as shields of 
armies the sunshine. 

Fragments of song the old man sang, and carols 
of Christmas, 

Such as at home, in the olden time, his fathers 
before him 

Sang in their Norman orchards and bright Bur- 
gundian vineyards. 

Close at her father's side was the gentle Evan- 
geline seated. 
Spinning flax for the loom, that stood in the 
comer behind her. 
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Silent awhile were its treadles, at rest was its 

diligent shuttle, 
While the monotonous drone of the wheel, like 

the drone of a bagpipe. 
Followed the old man's song, and united the 

fragments together. 
As in a church, when the chant of the choir at 

intervals ceases. 
Footfalls are heard in the aisles, or words of the 

priest at the altar, 
So, in each pause of the song, with measured 

motion the clock clicked. 



Thus as they sat, there were footsteps heard, 

and, suddenly lifted. 
Sounded the wooden latch, and the door swung 

back on its hinges. 
Benedict knew by the hob-nailed shoes it was 

Basil the blacksmith. 
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And by her beating heart Evangeline knew who 

was with him. 
" Welcome ! " the former exclaimed, as their 

footsteps paused on the threshold, 
" Welcome, Basil, my friend ! Come, take thy 

place on the settle 
Close by the chimney-side, which is always 

empty without thee ; 
Take from the shelf overhead thy pipe and the 

box of tobacco ; 
Never so much thyself art thou as when through 

the curling 
Smoke of the pipe or the forge thy friendly and 

jovial face gleams 
Round and red as the harvest moon through the 

mist of the marshes." 
Then, with a smile of content, thus answered 

Basil the blacksmith. 
Taking with easy air the accustomed seat by the 

fireside : — 
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^^ Benedict Bellefontaine, thou hast ever thy jest 
and thy ballad ! 

Ever in cheerfullest mood art thou, when others 
are filled with 

Gloomy forebodings of ill, and see only ruin 
before them. 

Happy art thou, as if every day thou hadst 
picked up a horseshoe." 

Pausing a moment, to take the pipe that Evan- 
geline brought him, 

And with a coal from the embers had lighted, he 
slowly continued : — 

" Four days now are passed since the English 
ships at their anchors 

Ride in the Gaspereau's mouth, with their can- 
non pointed against us. 

What their design may be is unknown ; but all 
are commanded 

On the morrow to meet in the church, where hb 
Majesty's mandate 
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Win be proclaimed as law in the kmd. Alas ! 

in the mean time 
Many surmises of evil alarm die hearts of the 

people." 
Then made answer the farmer: — ^^ Perhaps 

some friendlier purpose 
Brings these ships to our shores. Perhaps the 

harvests in England 
By the untimely rains or untimelier heat have 

been blighted. 
And from our bursting bams they would feed 

their cattle and children." 
^' Not so tlunketh the folk in the village," said, 

warmly, the blacksmith. 
Shaking his head, as in doubt ; then, heaving a 

sigh, he continued : — 
^^ Louisburg is not forgotten, nor Beau Sejour, 

nor Port Royal. 
Many already have fled to the forest, and lurk on 

its outskirts, 
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Waiting with anxious hearts the dubious (ate of 

to-morrow. 
Arms have been taken from us, and warlike 

weapons of all kinds ; 
Nothing is left but the blacksmith's sledge and the 

scythe of the mower." 
Then with a pleasant smile made answer the 

jovial farmer : — 
*^ Safer are we unarmed, in the midst of our 

flocks and our cornfields, 
Safer within these peaceful dikes, besieged by 

the ocean. 
Than were our fathers in forts, besieged by the 

enemy's cannon. 
Fear no evil, my friend, and to-night may no 

shadow of sorrow 
Fall on this house and hearth; for this is the 

night of the contract. 
Biult are the house and the bam. The merry 

lads of the village 
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Strongly have built them and well ; and, breakmg 

the glebe round about them, 
Filled the bam with hay, and the house with food 

for a twelvemonth. 
Rene Leblanc will be here anon, with his papers 

and inkhom. 
Shall we not then be glad, and rejoice In the joy 

of our children ? " 
As apart by the window she stood, with her hand 

in her lover's, 
Blushing Evangeline heard the words that her 

father had spoken. 
And as they died on his lips the worthy notary 

entered. 



I 



III. 

Bent Eke a laboring oar, tbat tcnb in the surf 

of the ocean, 
Bent, but not broken, hy age was the fixm of 

the notary public ; 
Shocks of yeDow hair, like the silken floss of the 

maize, hung 
Over his shoulders ; his forehead was li^ ; and 

glasses with horn bows « 
Sat astride on hb nose, with a look of wisdom 

supernal. 
Father of twenty children was he, and more than 

a hundred 
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Children's children rode on his knee, and h 

his great watch tick. 
Four long years in the times of the war hac 

languished a captive, 
Suffering much in an old French fort as the fr 

of the English. 
Now, though warier grown, without all guili 

suspicion, 
Ripe in wisdom was he, but patient, and sun 

and childlike. 
He was beloved by all, and most of all by 

children ; 
For he told them tales of the Loup-garou in 

forest. 
And of the goblin that came in the night to w 

the korses. 
And of the white L6tiche, the ghost of a c 

who unchristened 
Died, and was doomed to haunt unseen 

chambers of children ; 
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i how on Christmas eve the oxen talked in 

the stable, 
1 how the fever was cured by a spider shut 

up in a nutshell, 
I of the marvellous powers of four-leaved 

clover and horseshoes, 
h whatsoever else was writ in the lore of the 

village, 
n up rose from his seat by the fireside Basil 

the blacksmith, 
icked from his pipe the ashes, and slowly 

extending his right hand, 
ather Leblanc," he exclaimed, ^^ thou hast 

heard the talk in the village, 
I, perchance, canst teU us some news of these 

ships and their errand." 
n with modest demeanour made answer the 

notary public, — 
ossip enough have I heard, in sooth, yet am 

never the wiser ; 

12 
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And what their errand may be I know not hett> 

than others. 
Yet am I not of those who imagine some 6%^ 

intention 
Brings them here, for we are at peace ; and wb 

then molest us ? '' 
** God^s name ! " shouted the hasty and som^ 

what irascible blacksmith ; 
*^ Must we in all things look for the how, an 

the why, and the wherefore ? 
Daily injustice is done, and might is the right o 

the strongest ! " 
But, without heeding his warmth, continued th 

notary public, — 
^^ Man is unjust, but God is just ; and finaO 

justice 
Triumphs ; and well I remember a story, tta 

often consoled me, 
When as a captive I lay in the old French foJ 

at Port Royal." 
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This was the old man's favorite tale, and he 

loved to repeat it 
When his neighbours complained that any mjus* 

tice was done them. 
^^Qnce in an ancient city, whose name I no 

longer remember, 
Raised aloft on a column, a brazen statue of Jus* 

tice 
Stood in the pubhc square, upholding the scales 

in its left hand, 
And m its right a sword, as an emblem that jus- 
tice presided 
Over the laws of the land, and the hearts and 

homes of the people. 
Even the birds had built their nests in the scales 

of the balance, 
Havmg no fear of the sword that flashed in the 

sunshine above them. 
But in the course of time the laws of the land 

were corrupted ; 
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Might took the place of right, and the weak were 

oppressed, and the mighty 
Ruled with an iron rod. Then it chanced in 

a nobleman's palace 
That a necklace of pearls was lost, and ere long 

a suspicion 
Fell on an orphan girl who lived as maid in the 

household. 
She, after form of trial condemned to die on the 

scaffold. 
Patiently met her doom at the foot of the statue 

of Justice. 
As to her Father in heaven her innocent spirit 

ascended, 
Lo ! o'er the city a tempest rose ; and the bolts 

of the thunder 
Smote the statue of bronze, aud burled in wrath 

from its left hand ^ -^ 

Down on the pavement below tbe clattering 

f" . 
scales of the balance, 
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And in the hollow thereof was found the nest of 

a magpie, 
Into whose clay-buIIt walls the necklace of pearls 

was inwoven." 
Silenced, but not convinced, when the story was 

ended, the blacksmith 
Stood like a man who fain would speak, but 

findeth no language ; 
All his thoughts were congealed into lines on his 

face, as the vapors 
Freeze in fantastic shapes on the window-panes 

in the winter. 



Then Evangeline h'ghted the brazen lamp on 

the table, 
Pilled, till it overflowed, the pewter tankard with 

home-brewed 
Nut-brown ale, that was famed for its strength in 

the village of Grand-Pr6 ; 
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While from his pocket the notary drew his 

papers and ink-horn, 
Wrote with a steady hand the date and the age 

of the parties, 
Naming the dower of the bride in flocks of sheep 

and in catde. 
Orderly all diings proceeded, and duly and well 

were completed, 
And the great seal of the law was set like a sun 

on the margin. 
Then from his leathern pouch the farmer threw 

on the table 
Three times the old man's fee in solid pieces of 

silver ; 
And the notary rising, and blessing the bride and 

the bridegroom, 
Lifted aloft the tankard of ale and drank to their 

welfare. 
Wiping the foam from his lip, he solemnly 

bowed and departed, 
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While in silence the others sat and mused by the 

fireside, 
Tin Evangeline brought the draught-board out 

of its corner. 
Soon was the game begun. In friendly conten- 
tion the old men 

Laughed at each lucky hit, or unsuccessful ma- 
noeuvre, 

Laughed when a man was crowned, or a breach 
was made in the king-row. 

Meanwhile apart, in the twilight gloom of a win- 
dow's embrasure, 

Sat the lovers, and whispered together, behold- 
ing the moon rise 

Over the pallid sea and the sDvery mist of the 
meadows. 

SSently one by one, in the infimte meadows of 
heaven. 

Blossomed the lovely stars, the forget-me-nots 
of the angels. 
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Thus passed the evening away, . Anon tl 

bell from the belfry 
Rang out the hour of nine, the village curfew 

and straightway 
Rose the guests and departed ; and silenc 

reigned in the household. 
Many a farewell word and sweet good-night o 

the door-step 
Lingered long in Evangeline's heart, and filled i 

with gladness. 
Carefully then were covered the embers tha 

glowed on the hearth-stone, 
And on the oaken stairs resounded the tread o! 

the farmer. 
Soon with a soundless step the foot of Evange 

line followed. 
Up the staircase moved a luminous space m th 

darkness, 
Lighted less by the lamp than the shining face o 

the maiden. 
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S3ent she passed through the haD, and entered 

the door of her chamber. 
Simple that chamber was, with its cmtains of 

white, and its clothes-press 
Ample and high, on whose spacious shelves were 

carefully folded 
Linen and woollen sUxBsy hj the hand of Evan* 

geline woven. 
This was the precious dower she would brmg to 

her husband in marriage, 
Better than flocks and herds, being proofs of her 

skill as a housewife. 
Soon she extinguished her lamp, for the mel- 
low and radiant moonlight 
Streamed through the windows, and lighted the 

room, till the heart of the maiden 
Swelled and obeyed its power, like the tremulous 

tides of the ocean. 
Ah! she was fair, exceeding fair to behold, as 

she stood with 
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Naked snow-white feet on the gleaming flooi 

her chamber ! 
Little she dreamed that below, among the 1 

of the orchard, 
Waited her lover and watched for the glean 

her lamp and her shadow. 
Yet were her thoughts of him, and at tim 

feeling of sadness 
Passed o'er her soul, as the sailing shad< 

clouds m the moonlight 
Flitted across the floor and darkened the i 

for a moment. 
.And as she gazed from the window she sa\^ 

renely the moon pass 
Forth from the folds of a cloud, and one 

follow her footsteps, 
As out of Abraham's tent young Ishmael 

dered with Hagar ! 
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IV. 



Pleasantlt rose next morn the sun on the 
village of Grand-Pr£. 

Pleasantly gleamed in the soft, sweet air the 
Basin of Mmas, 

^here the ships, with their wavering shadows, 
were riding at anchor. 

Life had long been astir in the village, and clam- 
orous labor 

Knocked with its hundred hands at the golden 
gates of the morning. 

Now from the country around, from the (arms 
and the neighbouring hamlets, 
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Came in their holiday dresses the blithe Aca 

peasants. 
Many a glad good-morrow and jocund laugh i 

the young folk 
Made the bright air brighter, as up from 

numerous meadows, 
Where no path could be seen but the track 

wheels in the greensward, 
Group after group appeared, and joined", 

passed on the highway. 
Long ere noon, in the village all sounds of la 

were silenced. 
Thronged were the streets with people ; 

noisy groups at the house-doors 
Sat in the cheerful sun, and rejoiced and g 

sipped together. 
Every house was an inn, where all were v 

comed and feasted ; 
For with this simple people, who lived like brc 

ers together. 
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All tluDgs were held in common, and what one 

had was another's. 
Yet under Benedict's roof hospitality seemed 

more abundant : 
For Evangeline stood among the guests of her 

father ; 
Bright was her face with smiles, and words of 

welcome and gladness 
M from her beautiful lips, and blessed the cup 

as she gave it. 



Under the open sky, in the odorous air of the 

orchard, 
Bending with golden fruit, was spread the feast 

of betrothal. 
There in the shade of the porch were the priest 

and the notary seated ; 
There good Benedict sat, and sturdy Basil the 

blacksmith. 
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Not far withdrawn from these, by the cider- 

and the beehives, 
Michael the fiddler was placed, with the § 

of hearts and of waistcoats. 
Shadow and light from the leaves alteri 

played on his snow-white 
Hair, as it waved in the wind ; and the joll) 

of the fiddler 
Glowed like a living coal when the ashes 

blown from the embers. 
Gayly the old man sang to the vibrant soui 

his fiddle, 
Tous les Bourgeois de ChartreSy and Le Ca 

de Dunkerque^ 
And anon with his wooden shoes beat time t 

music. 
Merrily, merrily whirled the wheels of the i 

ing dances 
Under the orchard-trees and down the path t 

meadows ; 
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Old folk and young together, and children min- 
gled among them. 

Fdrest of all the maids was Evangelbe, Bene- 
diet's daughter ! 

Noblest of all the youths was Gabriel, son of the 
blacksmith ! 



So passed the morning away. And lo I with 
a summons sonorous 

Sounded the bell from its tower, and over the 
meadows a drum beat. 

Thronged ere long was the church with men. 
Without, in the churchyard. 

Waited the women. They stood by the graves, 
and bung on the bead-stones 

Gariands of autumn-leaves and evergreens fresh 
fit)m the forest. 

Then came the guard from the ships, and march- 
ing proudly among them 
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Entered the sacred portal. With loud and dis" 

sonant clangor 
Echoed the sound of their brazen drums bom 

ceiling and casement, — 
Echoed a moment only, and slowly the ponder- 
ous portal 
Closed, and m silence the crowd awaited tlie wiQ 

of the soldiers. 
Then uprose their conmiander, and spake (roni 

the steps of the altar, 
Holdmg aloft in his hands, with its seals, the 

royal commission. 
" You are convened this day," he said, " by hif 

Majesty's orders. 
Clement and kind has he been ; but how yoi 

have answered his kindness. 
Let your own hearts reply ! To my natura 

make and my temper 
Painful the task is I do, which to you I knov 

must be grievous. 
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Yet must I bow and obey, and deliver the will 

of our monarch ; 
Nameljr, that all jour lands, and dwellings, and 

cattle of all kinds 
Forfeited be to the crown ; and that you your- 
selves from this province 
Be transponed to other lands. God grant you 

may dwell there 
£ver as faithful subjects, a happy and peaceable 

people ! 
Prisoners now I declare you ; for such is his 

Majesty's pleasure ! " 
^s, when the air is serene in the sultry solstice 

of summer, 
Suddenly gathers a storm, and the deadly sling of 

the hailstones 
Beats down the farmer's com in the field and 

shatters his \dndows. 
Biding the sun, and strewing the ground with 

thatch from the house-roois, 

13 
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Bellowing fly the herds, and seek to break thi 

inclosures ; 
So on the hearts of the people descended tl 

words of the speaker. 
Silent a moment they stood in speechless wonde 

and then rose 
Louder and ever louder a wail of sorrow as 

anger, 
And, by one impulse moved, they madly rushe 

to the door-way. 
Vam was the hope of escape ; and cries an 

fierce imprecations 
Rang through the house of prayer ; and high oV 

the heads of the others 
Rose, with his arms uplifted, the figure of Bas 

the blacksmith, 
As, on a stormy sea, a spar is tossed by tl 

billows. 
Flushed was his face and distorted with passiox 

and wildly he shouted, — 
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^' Down with the tyrants of England ! we nerer 

have sworn them allegiance ! 
Death to these foreign soldiers, who seize on oar 

homes and our harvests ! " 
More he fain wonid have said, hut the merciless 

hand of a soldier 
Smote him upon the mouth, and dragged him 

down to the pavement. 



In the nudst of the strife and tumult of angry 

contention, 
Lo ! the door of the chancel opened, and Father 

Felician 
^tered, with serious mien, and ascended the 

steps of the altar. 
Raising his reverend hand, with a gesture he awed 

into silence 
AD that clamorous throng ; and thus he spake to 

his people ; 
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Deep were his taoes and solemn ; in accei 

measured and mournful 
Spake be, as, after die tocsin's alarum, distinct 

the clock strikes. 
^^ What is thb that ye do, mj children ? wh 

madness has seized you ? 
Forty years of my life have I labored among yoi 

and taught you, 
Not in word alone, but in deed, to love oi 

another ! 
Is this the fiuit of my toils, of my vi^ ai 

prayers and privations ? 
Have you so soon forgotten all lessons of lo^ 

and forgiveness ? 
This is the house of the Prince of Peace, ai 

would you profane it 
Thus with violent deeds and hearts overflowii 

widi hatred ? 
Lo ! where the crucified Christ from his cross 

gazing upon you ! 
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! in those sorrowful eyes what meekness and 

holy compassion ! 
i ! how those lips still repeat the prayer, 

* O Father, forgive them ! ' 
us repeat that prayer b the hour when the 

wicked assail us, 
us repeat it now, and say, * O Father, forpve 

them ! ' " 
^ were his words of rebuke, but deep in the 

hearts of his people 
k they, and sobs of contrition succeeded that 

passionate outbreak ; 
1 they repeated his prayer, and said, " O Fa- 
ther, forgive them ! " 



len came the evening service. The tapers 

gleamed from the altar, 
irent and deep was the voice of the priest, 

and the people responded, 
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Then she remembered the tale she had beard c 

the jusdce of heaTen ; 
Soodied was her troubled soul, and she peac^ 

fuDj slumbered till momiog. 
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V. 



Four times the sun had risen and set ; md now 
on the fifth daj 

Cheeriljr called the cock to the sleeping maids 
of the farm-house. 

Soon o'er the yellow fields, m silent and mourn- 
ful procession, 

Came (irom the neighbouring hamlets and bnoM 
the Acadian women, 

l^riving in ponderous wains their household goods 
to the sea-shore, 

"^ing and looking back to gaze once more on 
their dwellings, 



T. 



R liraea ihe sun tad r-sen mi set ; aid b 

OD ihe fiflb day 
irily called ihe cock to oe tkt^ s 

of the farm-bouse. 
o'er ihe yellow fields, 'm sOoi wi hi 

ful procession, 
ae &oni the neighbonrins haloi mi S 

the Acadian women, 
bif ID ptwdeious wwns dv koattM s 




1 
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Ere they were shut from sight by the v 

road and the woodland. 
Close at tlieir sides their children ran, and 

on the oxen, 
While in their little hands they clasped 

fragments of playthings. 



Thus to the Gaspereau's mouth they h\ 

and there on the sea-beach 
Piled in confusion lay the household goods 

peasants. 
All day long between the shore and the shi 

tbe boats ply ; 
All day long the warns came laboring dowi 

the village. 
Late in the afternoon, when the sun was i 

his setting, 
Echomg far o'er the fields came the roll of 

from the church-yard. 
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Thither the women and children thronged. Ou 

a sudden the church-doors 
Opened, and forth came the guard, and marching 

b gloomy procession 
Followed the long-imprboned, hut patient, Aca- 
dian farmers. 
Even as pilgrims, who journey afar from their 

homes and their country, 
Sing as they go, and in singing forget they are 

weary and way-worn. 
So with songs on their lips the Acadian peasants 

descended 
Down from the church to the shore, amid their 

wives and their daughters. 
Foremost the young men came ; and, raising 

together their voices, 
Sang they with tremulous lips a chant of the 

Catholic Missions : — 
'' Sacred heart of the Saviour ! O inexhaustible 

fountain ! 
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Fill our hearts this day with strength and subm: 

sion and patience ! " 
Then the old men, as tliey marched, and tl 

women that stood by the way-side 
Joined in the sacred psalm, and the birds in tf 

sunshine above diem 
Mingled their notes therewith, Uke voices c 

spirits departed. 



Half-way down to the shore Evangeline waite 

in silence, 
Not overcome with grief, but strong in the hoi 

of affliction, — 
Calmly and sadly waited, until the processic 

approached her. 
And she beheld tlie face of Gabriel pale wil 

emotion. 
Tears then filled her eyes, and, eagerly runnic 

to meet him. 
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Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his 

shoulder, and whispered, — 
" Gabriel ! be of good cheer ! for if we love 

one another. 
Nothing, in truth, can harm us, whatever mis- 
chances may happen ! " 
8milmg she spake these words ; then suddenly 

paused, for her father 
Saw she slowly advancing. Alas ! how changed 

was his aspect ! 
Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire 

from his eye, and his footstep 
Heavier seemed with the weight of the weary 

heart in his bosom. 
But with a smile and a sigh, she clasped his neck 

and embraced him, 
Speakbg words of endearment where words of 

comfort availed not. 
Thus to the Gaspereau's mouth moved on that 

mournful procession. 
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There disorder prevailed, and the tumult 

stir of embarking. 
Busily plied the freighted boats ; and in the ( 

fusion 
Wives were torn from their husbands, and mi 

ers, too late, saw their children 
Left on the land, extending their arms, y 

wildest entreaties. 
So unto separate ships were Basil and Gal 

carried. 
While in despair on the shore Evangeline st 

with her father. 
Half the task was not done when the sun v 

down, and the twilight 
Deepened and darkened around ; and in h 

the refluent ocean 
Fled away from the shore, and left the line of 

sand-beach 
Covered with waifs of the tide, with kelp 

the slippery sea-weed. 
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Clasped she his hands, and laid her head on his 

shoulder, and whispered, — 
" Gabriel ! be of good cheer ! for if we love 

one anotlier, 
Nothing, m truth, can harm us, whatever mis- 
chances may happen ! '' 
Smiling she spake these words ; then suddenly 

paused, for her father 
Saw she slowly advancing. Alas ! how changed 

was his aspect ! 
Gone was the glow from his cheek, and the fire 

from his eye, and his footstep 
fleavier seemed with the weight of the weary 

heart in his bosom. 
But with a smile and a sigh, she clasped his neck 

and embraced him, 
Speaking words of endearment where words of 

comfort availed not. 
*rhus to the Gaspereau's mouth moved on that 
mournful procession. 
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Waited and looked in vain for the voice and V 

hand of the milkmaid. 
Silence reigned in ilie streets ; from the chur^ 

no Angelus sounded, 
Rose no smoke from the roofs, and gleamed r 

lights from the windows. 



But on the shores meanwhile the evening Gn 

had been kindled, 
Built of the drift-wood thrown on the sands froi 

wrecks in the tempest. 
Round them shapes of gloom and sorrowful fac< 

were gathered, 
Voices of women were heard, and of men, an 

tlie crying of children. 
Onward from (ire to fire, as from hearth to heart 

in his parish. 
Wandered the faithful priest, consoling and blesi 

ing and cheering, 
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Like unto shipwrecked Paul on Melita's deso- 
late sea-shore. 

Thus he approached the place where Evangelme 
sat witli her father, 

And in the flickering light beheld the face of thei 
old man, 

Haggard and hollow and wan, and without either 
thought or emotion, 

£'eo as the face of a clock from which the hands 
have been taken. 

Vainly Evangeline strove with words and caresses 
to cheer him. 

Vainly offered him food ; yet he moved not, he 
looked not, he spake not, 

But, with a vacant stare, ever gazed at the flick- 
ering fire-light. 

** BtnedicUe ! " murmured the priest, in tones of 
compassion. 

More he fain would have said, but liis heart was 
full, and his accents 
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Faltered and paused on his lips, as the feet 

child on a threshold, 
Hushed by the scene he beholds, and the i 

presence of sorrow. 
Silently, therefore, he laid his hand on the 

of the maiden. 
Raising his eyes, full of tears, to the silent 

that above them 
Moved on their way, unperturbed by the wr 

and sorrows of mortals. 
Then sat he down at her side, and they ' 

together m silence. 



Suddenly rose from the south a light, s 

autumn the blood-red 
Moon climbs the crystal walls of heaven, 

o'er the horizon 
Titan-like stretches its hundred hands 

mountam and meadow, 
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sf Bfim^ the rocks and the rivers, and pOiog huge 

shadows together. 
Aoader and ever broader it gleamed on the roofs 

of the village, 
Okamed on the sky and the sea, and the ships 

that lay in the roadstead. 
Cdumns of shining smoke uprose, and flashes of 

flame were 
Thrust through their folds and withdrawn, like 

the quiverii^ bands of a martjrr. 
Then as the wmd seized the gleeds and the burn- 
ing thatch, and, ujdifting, 
WUiled them aloft through the air, at once from 

a hundred house-tops 
Started the sheeted smoke with flashes of flame 

intermingled. 



These tlungs bdield in dinnaj the crowd oo 
the shne and oo sUpboard. 
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Speechless at first they stood, tlien cried aloud 

tlieir anguish, 
" We shall behold no more our homes in t 

village of Grand-Pre ! " 
Loud on a sudden the cocks began to crow m t 

farm-yards, 
Thinking the day had dawned ; and anon t] 

lowing of cattle 
Came on the evening breeze, by the barking < 

dogs interrupted. 
Then rose a sound of dread, such as startles tl 

sleeping encampments 
Far in the western prairies or forests that ski 

the Nebraska, 
When the wild horses afirighted sweep by wi 

the speed of the whirlwind, 
Or the loud bellowing herds of buffaloes rush 

the river. 
Such was the sound that arose on the night, 

the herds and the horses 
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Broke through their folds and fences, and madly 
rushed o'er the meadows. 



Overwhelmed with the sight, yet speechless, 

the priest and the maiden 
Gazed on the scene of terror that reddened and 

widened before them ; 
And as they turned at length to speak to their 

silent companion, 
Lo! from his seat he had fallen, and stretched 

abroad on the sea-shore 
Motionless lay his form, from which the soul had 

departed. 
Slowly the priest uplifted the lifeless head, and 

the maiden 
Knelt at her father's side, and wailed aloud in her 

terror. 
Then in a swoon she sank, and lay with her head 

on his bosom. 
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Tbroa^ ibe IcMf ni^ she lay in deep, ol 

shamhex ; 
And when she woke (rom the trance, she 

a nudtitude near her. 
Faces cyf firiends she behdd, that were mot 

gaziif upon her, 
Pallid, with teariiil eyes, and looks of s 

compassion; 
Still the blaze of the burning village i]lumin< 

landscape. 
Reddened the sky oreibead, and gleamed < 

faces around her. 
And like the day of doom it seemed to h( 

Tering senses. 
Then a familiar voice she heard, as it said I 

people, — 
^* Let us bury him here by the sea. W 

happier season 
Brings us again to our homes from the unl 
land of our exile. 
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Then shall his sacred dust be piously laid in the 

church-yard.'* 
Such were the words of the priest. And there 

in haste by the sea-side, 
Having the glare of the burmng village for funeral 

torches, 
But without bell or book, they buried the farmer 

of Grand-Pre. 
And as the voice of the priest repeated the service 

of sorrow, 
Lo ! with a mournful sound, like the voice of a 

vast congregation. 
Solemnly answered the sea, and mmgled its roar 

with the dirges. 
'T was the returning tide, that afar from the 

waste of the ocean, 
^ith the first dawn of the day, came heaving and 

hurrying landward. 
Then recommenced once more the stir and noise 
of embarkmg ; 
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And with the ebb of that tide the ships sailed out 

of the harbour, 
Leaving behind them the dead on the shorei and 

the village in ruins. 
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PART THE SECOND, 



I. 



Many a weary year had passed since the burning 

of Grand-Pr6, 
When on the falling tide the freighted vessels 

departed, 
Bearing a nation, with all its household gods, into 

exile, 
Exile without an end, and without an example in 

story. 
Far asunder, on separate coasts, the Acadians 

landed ; 
Scattered were they, like flakes of snow, when 

the wind from the northeast 
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Strikes aslant through the fogs that darken 

Banks of Newfoundland. 
Friendless, homeless, hopeless, they wand 

from city to city. 
From the cold lakes of the North to s 

Southern savannas, — 
From the bleak shores of the sea to the 1 

where the Father of Waters 
Seizes the hills in his hands, and drags : 

down to the ocean. 
Deep in their sands to bury the scattered b 

of the mammoth. 
Friends they sought and homes ; and m 

despairing, heart-broken. 
Asked of the earth but a grave, and no lo 

a friend nor a fireside. 
Written their history stands on tablets of stoi 

the church-yards. 
Long among them was seen a maiden who w: 

and wandered. 
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Lowljr and meek in spiriti and patiently sufier- 

mg all things. 
Fair was she and young ; but, alas ! before her 

extended. 
Dreary and vast and silent, the desert of life, 

with its pathway 
Marked by the graves of those who had sorrowed 

and suffered before her, 
Passions long extinguished, and hopes long dead 

and abandoned. 
As the emigrant's way o'er the Western desert b 

marked by 
Camp-fires long consumed, and bones that bleach 

in the sunshine. 
Something there was in her life incomplete, im- 
perfect, unfinished ; 
As if a morning of June, with all its music and 

sunshine. 
Suddenly paused in the sky, and, fading, slowly 

descended 
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Into the east again, from whence it late had 

arisen. 
Sometimes she lingered in towns, till, urged bf 

the fever within her. 
Urged by a restless longing, the hunger and timst 

of the spirit. 
She would commence agab her endless search 

and endeavour ; 
Sometimes in church-yards strayed, and gazed on 

tlie crosses and tombstones, 
Sat by some nameless grave, and thought tliat 

perhaps in its bosom 
He was ah*eady at rest, and she longed to slum- 
ber beside him. 
Sometimes a rumor, a hearsay, an inarticulate 

whisper. 
Came with its airy hand to point and beckon hei 

forward. 
Sometimes she spake with those who had see 

her beloved and known liim, 
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But ii ^ag long ago, m some far-off place or for- 
gotten. 
** Gabriel Lajeunesse ! " said they ; "O, yes ! 

we have seen him. 
"® v/^s with Basil the blacksmith, and both 

have gone to tlie prairies ; 
^^irturs'dtS'BfAs are they, and famous hunters 

and trappers." 
" GS ebriel Lajeunesse ! " said others ; " O, yes ! 

we have seen him. 
H^ is a Voyageur in the lowlands of Lou- 
isiana." 
Then would they say, — " Dear child ! why 

dream and wait for him longer ? 
Are there not other youths as fair as Gabriel ? 

otliers 
Who have hearts as tender and true, and spirits as 

loyal ? 
Here Is Baptiste Leblanc, the notary's son, who 
has loved thee 
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Manj a tedious year ; come, give him thy hand 
and be happy ! 

Thou art too fair to be left to braid St. Cath- 
erine's tresses." 

Then would Evangeline answer, serenely but sad- 
ly, — " I cannot ! 

Whither my heart has gone, there follows my 
hand, and not elsewhere. 

For when the heart goes before, like a lamp, and 
illumines the pathway, 

Many things are made clear, that else lie hidden 
in darkness." 

And thereupon the priest, her friend and father^ 
confessor. 

Said, with a smile, — " O daughter ! thy God 
thus speaketh within thee ! 

Talk not of wasted affection, afiecdon never was 
wasted ; 

If it enrich not the heart of another, its waters, 
returning 
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Back to their springs, like the rain, shaO fill them 

full of refreshment ; 
That which the fountain sends forth returns again 

to the fountain. 
Patience ; accomplish thy labor ; accomplish thy 

work of affection ! 
Sorrow and silence are strong, and patient en- 
durance b godlike. 
Therefore accomplish thy labor of love, till the 

heart is made godlike. 
Purified, strengthened, perfected, and rendered 

more worthy of heaven ! " 
Cheered by the good man's words, Evangebne 

labored and waited. 
Still in her heart she heard the funeral dirge of 

the ocean, 
But with its sound there was mingled a voice that 

whispered, " Despair not ! " 
Thus did that poor soul wander in want and 

cheerless discomfort. 
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Bleeding, barefooted, over the shards and 

of existence* 
Let me essay, O Muse ! to foflow tlie wan 

footsteps ; — 
Not tlirough each devious path, each c 

ful year of existence ; 
But as a traveller follows a streamlet^s 

through die valley : 
Far from its margin at times, and seei 

gleam of its water 
Here and there, in some open space, and 

tervals only ; 
Then drawing nearer ils banks, tlirough 

glooms that conceal it. 
Though he behold it not, he can hear it 

tinuous murmur ; 
Happy, at length, if he find the spot w 

reaches an outlet. 
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11. 

It was the montb of Maj. Far down the Beao- 

tiful River, 
Past tlie Oliio shore and past the mouth of the 

Wabash, 
Into tlie golden stream of the biroad and swift 

Mississippi, 
Floated a cumbrous boat, tint iras rcved hy 

Acadian boatmen. 
It was a band of exiles : a raft, as h were, from 

the shipwrecked 
Nation, scanered aloog the coast^ now floafing 

together, 
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Bound by the bonds of a common belief 

common mbfortune ; 
Men and women and children, who, gui< 

hope or by hearsay, 
Sought for their kith and their Idn amc 

few-acred farmers 
On the Acadian coast, and the prairies 

Opelousas. 
With them Evangeline went, and her gui 

Father Felician. 
Onward o'er sunken sands, through a wil 

sombre with forests. 
Day after day they glided adown the ti 

river ; 
Night after night, by their blazing fir< 

camped on its borders. 
Now through rushing chutes, among green 

where plumelike 
Cotton-trees nodded their shadowy cres 

swept with the current. 
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len emerged into broad lagoons, where silveij 

sand-bars 
' in the streanoi and along the wimpling waves 

of their mar^, 
ling with snow-white plumes, large flocks of 

pelicans waded. 
3I the landscape grew, and along the shores 

of the river, 
led bj china-trees, in the midst of luxuriant 

gardens, 
d the houses of planters, with negro-cabins 

and dove-cots. 
f were approaching the r^on where reigns 

perpetual summer, 
(re through the Golden Coast, and groves 

of orange and citron, 
eps with majestic curve the river awaj to 

the eastward. 
f, too, swerved from their course ; and, en- 
tering the Bayou of Pbquemtne, 
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Soon were lost in a maze of sluggish and devious 

waters, 
Which, like a network of steel, extended m 

every direction. 
Over their heads the towering and tenebrous 

boughs of the cypress 
Met in a dusky arch, and trailing mosses in mid 

air 
Waved like banners that hang on the walls of 

ancient cathedrals. 
Deathlike the silence seemed, and unbroken, save 

by the herons 
Home to their roosts in the cedar-trees returning 

at sunset. 
Or by die owl, as he greeted the moon with 

demoniac laughter. 
Lovely the moonlight was as it glanced and 

gleamed on the water. 
Gleamed on die columns of cypress and cedar 

sustaining the arches, 
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Down through whose broken vaults it fell as 

tlirough chinks in a ruin. 
IKreamlike, and indistinct, and strange were all 

things around them ; 
-^Jid o'er their spirits there came a feeling of 

wonder and sadness, — 
Strange forebodings of ill, unseen and diat can- 
not be compassed. 
^s, at the tramp of a horse's hoof on the turf of 

the prairies, 
^'ar in advance are closed the leaves of the 
shrinking mimosa. 
Bo, at the hoof-beats of fate, with sad forebodings 

of evil, 
Shrinks and closes the heart, ere the stroke of 

doom has attained it. 
But Evangeline's heart was sustained by a vision, 

that faintly 
Floated before her eyes, and beckoned her on 
through the moonlight. 
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It was the thouglit of her brain that assumed the 
shape of a phantom. 

Through those shadowy aisles had Gabriel wan- 
dered before her, 

And every stroke of the oar now brought him 
nearer and nearer. 



Then in his place, at the prow of the boat, 

rose one of the oarsmen, 
And, as a signal sound, if others like them per- 

adventure 
Sailed on those gloomy and midnight streams, 

blew a blast on his bugle. 
Wild through the dark colonnades and corridors 

leafy die blast rang, 
Breaking the seal of silence, and giving tongues 

to the forest. 
Soundless above them the banners of moss just 

stirred to the music. 
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^^*Utudinous echoes awoke and died in the 

distance, 
^^^r the watery floor, and beneath the rever- 
berant branches ; 
^'^t not a voice replied ; no answer came from 

the darkness ; 
-^ »^d when the echoes had ceased, like a sense 

of pain was the silence. 
^Vien Evangeline slept ; but the boatmen rowed 

through the midnight, 
^ilent at times, then singing familiar Canadian 

boat-songs, 
^uch as they sang of old on their own Acadian 

rivers. 
And through the night were heard the mysterious 

sounds of the desert, 
Par off, indistinct^ as of wave or wmd in the 

forest. 
Mixed with the whoop of the crane and the roa. 
of the grim alligator. 
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Thus ere another noon they emerged from 
tliose shades ; and before them 

Lay, in the golden sun, the lakes of the Atcha- 
falaya. 

Water-lilies in mjTiads rocked on the slight undu- 
lations 

Alade by the passing oars, and, resplendent in 
beauty, the lotus 

Lifted her golden crown above the heads of the 
boatmen. 

Faint was tlie air with the odorous breath of mag- 
nolia blossoms. 

And with the heat of noon ; and numberless syl- 
van islands, 

Fragrant and tliickly embowered with blossoming 
hedges of roses, 

Near to whose shores tliey glided along, invited to 
slumber. 

Soon by the fairest of these tlieir weary oars were 
suspended. 
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Under the boughs of Wachita willows, that grew 
by the margin, 

Safely their boat was moored ; and scattered 
about on the greensward. 

Tired with their midnight toil, the weary trav- 
ellers slumbered. 

Over them vast and high extended the cope of a 
cedar. 

Swinging from its great arms, the trumpet-flower 
and the grape-vine 

Hung their ladder of ropes aloft like the ladder 
of Jacob, 

On whose pendulous stairs the angels ascending, 
descending, 

Were the swift humming-birds, tliat flitted from 
blossom to blossom. 

Such was the vision Evangeline saw as she slum- 
bered beneath it. 
, Filled was her heart with loye, and the dawn of 
an opening heaven 
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It was the thought of her brain that assumed t 

shape of a phantom. 
Through those shadowy aisles had Gabriel war 

dered before her, 
And every stroke of the oar now brought hir 

nearer and nearer. 



Then in his place, at the prow of the boal 

rose one of the oarsmen. 
And, as a signal sound, if others like them pel 

adventure 
Sailed on those gloomy and midnight stream 

blew a blast on his bugle. 
Wild through the dark colonnades and corridc 

leafy the blast rang. 
Breaking the seal of silence, and giving tongu 

to the forest. 
Soundless above them the banners of moss ji 

stirred to the music. 
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itudlnous echoes awoke and died in the 

distance, 
Over the watery floor, and beneath the rever- 
berant branches ; 
But not a voice replied ; no answer came from 

the darkness ; 
And when the echoes had ceased, like a sense 

of pain was the silence. 
Then Evangeline slept ; but the boatmen rowed 

through the midnight. 
Silent at times, then singing familiar Canadian 

boat-songs. 
Such as they sang of old on their own Acadian 

rivers. 
And through the night were heard the mysterious 

sounds of the desert, 
^^ off, indistinct, as of wave or wmd in the 

forest, 
^ixed with the whoop of the crane and the roa. 

of the grim alligator. 
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Thus ere another noon they emerged 

those shades ; and before them 
Lay, in the golden sun, the lakes of the A 

falaya. 
Water-lilies in mjTiads rocked on tlie slight i 

lations 
Alade by Uie passing oars, and, resplende 

beauty, the lotus 
Lifted her golden crown above the heads o 

boatmen. 
Faint was the air with the odorous breath of 

nolia blossoms. 
And with the heat of noon ; and numberless 

van islands. 
Fragrant and thickly embowered with blossc 

hedges of roses. 
Near to whose shores they glided along, invit 

slumber. 
Soon by tlie fairest of these tlieir weary oars 

suspended. 
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Under the boughs of Wachita willows, Uiat grew 
by the margin, 

SaTeljr their boat was moored ; and scattered 
about on the greensward, 

Tired with their midnight toil, the weary trav- 
ellers slumbered. 

Over them vast and high extended the cope of a 
cedar. 

Swinging from its great arms, the trumpet-flower 
and the grape-vine 

Hung their ladder of ropes aloft like the ladder 
of Jacob, 

Oq whose pendulous stairs the angels ascending, 
descending. 

Were llie swift humming-birds, tliat flitted from 
blossom to blossom. 

Such was the vision Evangeline saw as she slum- 
bered beneath it. 
» Filled was her heart with love, and the dawn of 
an opening heaven 
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Lighted her soul in sleep with the glory of 
r^ioDS celestial. 



Nearer and ever nearer, among the numberless 

islands. 
Darted a light, swift boat, that sped away o'er 

the water. 
Urged on its course by the sinewy arms of hunters 

and trappers. 
Northward its prow was turned, to the land of 

the bison and beaver. 
At the helm sat a youth, with countenanct 

thoughtful and careworn. 
Dark and neglected locks overshadowed his brow 

and a sadness 
Somewhat beyond his years on his face wa^ 

legibly written. 
Gabriel was it, who, weary with waiting, unhapp] 

and restless, 
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Sought in the Western wilds oblivion of self and 
of sorrow. 

Swiftly they glided along, close under the lee of 
the island, 

But hy the opposite bank, and behind a screen 
of palmettos, 

So that they saw not the boat, where it lay con- 
cealed in the willows. 

And undisturbed by the dash of their oars, and 
unseen, were the sleepers ; 

Aogel of God was there none to awaken the 
slumbering maiden. 

Swiftly they glided away, like the shade of a 
cloud on the prairie. 

^fter the sound of their oars on the tholes had 
died in the distance, 

As from a magic trance the sleepers awoke, and 
the maiden 

Said with a sigh to the friendly priest, — " O Fa- 
ther Felician ! 
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Something says in my heart that near me < 

wanders. 
Is it a foolish dream, an idle and vague 

stition ? 
Or has an angel passed, and revealed the 

my spirit ? " 
Then, with a blush, she added, — ** Alas 

credulous fancy ! 
Unto ears like thine such words as these 1 

meaning." 
But made answer the reverend man, i 

smiled as he answered, — 
'* Daughter, thy words are not idle ; nor a 

to me without meaning. 
Feeling is deep and still ; and the word th{ 

on the surface 
Is as the tossing buoy, that betrays wh 

anchor is hidden. 
Therefore trust to thy heart, and to w 

world calls illusions. 
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)riel truly is near thee ; for not far away to 

the souttiward, 
the banks of tlie Teclie, are the towns of St. 

Maur and St. Martin, 
^re the long-wanderhig bride shall be ^ven 

again to her bridegroom, 
3re the long-absent pastor regain his flock and 

Iiis sheepfold. 
iutiful Is the land, with its prairies and forests 

of fruit-trees ; 
ler tlie feet a garden of flowers, and the bluest 

of heavens 
iding above, and resting its dome on the walls 

of the forest. 
'7 who dwell tliere have named it the Eden 

of Louisiana." 



Lnd witli these words of cheer tliey arose and 
continued their journey. 
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Softly the evening came. The sun fire 

western horizon 
Like a magician extended his golden wan 

the landscape ; 
Twmkling vapors arose ; and sky and wat 

forest 
Seemed all on fire at the touch, and melt 

mingled together. 
Hanging between two skies, a cloud with 

of silver, 
Floated the boat, with its dripping oars, 

motionless water. 
Filled was Evangeline's heart with mexf 

sweetness. 
Touched by the magic spell, the sacred 

of feeling 
Glowed witli the light of love, as the 

waters around her. 
Then from a neighbouring thicket the 

bird, wildest of singers. 



'n 
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n^ng aloft on a willow spray that hung o'er 

the water, 
•ok from his little throat such floods of de- 
lirious music, 
It the whole air and the woods and the waves 

seemed silent to listen, 
intive at first were the tones and sad ; then 

soaring to madness 
3med they to follow or guide the revel of 

frenzied Bacchantes. 
igle notes were then heard, in sorrowful, low 

lamentation ; 
U, having gathered them all, he flung them 

abroad in derision, 
when, after a storm, a gust of wind through 

the tree-tops 
^es down the rattling ram in a crystal shower 

on the branches, 
tfa such a prelude as this, and hearts that 

throbbed with emotion, 

16 
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Thus ere another noon they emerged from 
those shades ; and before them 

Lay, in the golden sun, the lakes of the Atcha- 
falaya. 

Water-lilies in myriads rocked on the slight undu- 
lations 

Alade by tlie passing oars, and, resplendent in 
beauty, the lotus 

Lifted her golden crown above the heads of the 
boatmen. 

Faint was the air with tlie odorous breath of mag- 
nolia blossoms, 

And witli the heat of noon ; and numberless syl- 
van islands. 

Fragrant and thickly embowered with blossoming 
hedges of roses, 

Near to whose shores tliey glided along, invited to 
slumber. 

Soon by the fairest of these their weary oars were 
suspended. 
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AR to the bank of the river, overshadowed by 
oaks, from whose branches 

'lands of Spanish moss and of mystic mbtle- 
toe flaunted, 

'h as the Druids cut down with golden hatch- 
ets at Yule-tide, 

od, secluded and still, the house of the herds- 

■ 

man. A garden 
led it round about with a belt of luxuriant 

blossoms, 
Dg the air with fragrance. The bouse itself 

was of timbers 
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Hewn from the cypress-tree, and carefully fitted 

together. 
Large and low was the roof; and on slender 

columns supported, 
Rose -wreathed, vine-encircled, a broad and spa-' 

cious veranda, 
Haunt of the humming-buxl and the bee, extmid- 

ed around it. 
At each end of the house, amid the flowers of 

the garden, 
Stationed the dove-cots were, as lovers perpetual 

symbol, 
Scenes of endless wooing, and endless conten- 
tions of rivals. 
Silence reigned o'er the place. The line of 

shadow and sunshine 
Ran near the tops of the trees ; but the house 

itself was in shadow. 
And from its chimney-top, ascending and slowty 

expanding 
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loto the evening air, a thin blue column of smoke 

rose. 
In the rear of the house, from the garden gate, 

ran a pathway 
Through the great groves of oak to the skirts of 

the limitless prairie, 
Into whose sea of flowers the sun was slowly 

descending. 
Full in his track of light, like ships with shadowy 

canvas 
Hanging loose from their spars in a motionless 

calm in the tropics. 
Stood a cluster of trees, with tangled cordage of 

grape-vines. 



Just where the woodlands met the flowery surf 
of the prairie, 
Mounted upon his horse, with Spanish saddle and 
stirrups, 
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8at a herdsman, arrayed in gaiters and doublet 

of deerskin. 
Broad and brown was the face that fronv und^ 

the Spanish sombrero 
Gazed on the peaceful scene, with the lordly look 

of its master. 
Round about liim were numberless herds of kine, 

that were grazing 
Quietly in tlie meadows, and breathing the va- 
pory freshness 
That uprose from the river, and spread itself 

over tlie landscape. 
Slowly lifting the horn that hung at his side, and 

expanding 
Fully his broad, deep chest, he blew a blast, that 

resounded 
Wildly and sweet and far, through the still damp 

air of the evening. 
Suddenly out of the grass the long white horns 

of the cattle 
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Eose like flakes of foam on the adverse currents 

of ocean. 
SOent a moment they gazed, then bellowing 

rushed o'er the prairie, 
And the whole mass became a cloud, a shade in 

the distance. 
Then, as the herdsman turned to the house, 

through the gate of the garden 
Saw he the forms of the priest and the maiden 

advancing to meet him. 
Suddenly down from his horse he sprang in 

amazement, and forward 
Rushed with extended arms and exclamations of 

wonder ; 
When they beheld his face, they recognized 

Basil the Blacksmith. 
Hearty hb welcome was, as he led his guests to 

the garden. 
There in an arbour of roses with endless question 

and answer 
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Gave tbejr vent to their hearts, and renei 

friendly embraces, 
Lau^iing and weeping by turns, or sitd 

and thoughtful. 
Thoughtful, for Gabriel came not ; and i 

doubts and misgivings 
Stole oW the maiden's heart ; and Basi 

what embarrassed, 
Broke the siletice and said, — ^^ If you 

the Atchafalaya, 
How have you nowhere encountered my ( 

boat on the bayous ? " 
Over Evangeline's face at the words ol 

shade passed. 
Tears came into her eyes, and she said 

tremulous accent, — 
** Gone ? is Gabriel gone ? " and, concei 

face on his shoulder, 
AU her o'erburdened heart gave way, 

wept and lamented. 
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Thea the good Basil said, — and hb voice grew 

blithe as he said it, — 
'^ Be of good cheer, my child ; it b only to-dajr 

he departed. 
Foolish boy ! he has left me alone with my herds 

and my horses. 
Moody and restless grown, and tried and troubled, 

his spirit 
Could no longer endure the calm of this quiet 

exbtence. 
Thbking ever of thee, uncertain and sorrowful 

ever, 
£var silent, or speaking only of thee and his 

troubles, 
He at length had become so tedious to men and 

to maidens. 
Tedious even to me, that at length I bethought 

me, and sent him 
Uato the town of Adayes to trade for mules with 
the Spaniards. 
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Much thej marvelled to hear his tales of the 

and the climate, 
And of the prairies, whose numberless herds v 

his who would take them ; 
Each one thought in hb heart, that he, too, w 

go and do likewise. 
Thus they ascended the steps, and, crossii^ 

airy veranda. 
Entered the hall of the house, where already 

supper of Basil 
Waited his late return ; and they rested 

feasted together. 



Over the joyous feast the sudden darb 

descended. 
AU was silent without, and, illuming the landsc 

with silver, 
Fair rose the dewy moon and the myriad st: 

but within doors, 
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Iter than these, shone the faces of friends m 

the glimmering lamplight. 
I from his station aloft, at the head of the 

table, the herdsman 
ed forth his heart and his wine togedier in 

endless profusion, 
ting his pipe, that was filled with sweet 

Natchitoches tobacco, 
i be spake to his guests, who listened, and 

smiled as they listened : — 
elcome once more, my friends, who so long 

have been friendless and homeless, 
come once more to a home, that is better 

perchance than the old one ! 
e no hungry winter congeals our blood like 

the rivers ; 
e no stony ground provokes the wrath of the 

farmer. 
)othly the ploughshare runs through the soil, 

as a keel through the water* 
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AD the year round tbe orange-groves are in hkS> 

soni ; and grass grows 
More in a single night than a whole Canadidi 

summer. 
Here, too, numberless herds run wild and OH 

claimed in the prairies ; 
Here, too, lands may be had for the asking, and 

forests of timber 
With a few blows of the axe are hewn and bzassi 

into houses. 
AAer your houses are Luilt, and your fields aro 

yellow with harvests, 
No King George of England shall drive you awtj 

from your liomesteads, 
Burnii^ your dwellings and barns, and stealiDg 

your farms and your cattle/' 
Speaking tliese words, lie blew a wrathful dad 

from his nostrils, 
And his huge, brawny hand came thundeiiif 

down on the table, 
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chat the guests all started ; and Father Feli« 

cian, astounded, 
ideuly paused, with a pinch of snuff half-waj 

to hb nostrib. 
t the hraye Basil resumed, and his words wera 

milder and gayer : -^ 
Duly beware of the lever, my frieods, beware 

of the ferer ! 
f it is DOC eke that of our cold AcadaB 

climate, 
red by weariog a spider bang roaod ooe^s oeek 

mamMsbeD!^ 
CD there were Toices beard at the dcwr, aad 

footsiepi appnacUiig 

upam ike saia mad ihe §cor 0I 4m 



las ifae aeagfabonnog Credes a&d aool 



bad been anmnraoed al sc* fbe bnw af 
Baflllfae 
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Meny the meetmg was of ancient comrada 

and neighbours : 
Friend clasped fnend in hb arms ; and they wh^ 

before were as strangersi 
Meeting in exile, became straightway as frieml 

to each other. 
Drawn by the gentle bond of a common countr 

together. 
But in the neighbouring hall a strain of music 

proceeding 
From the accordant strings of Michael's mela 

dious fiddle. 
Broke up all further speech. Away, like cUJ 

dren delighted, 
AU tlungs forgotten beside, they gave themselve 

to the maddening 
WUrl of the dizzy dance, as it swept and swayed 

to the music, 
Dreamlike, with beanung eyes and the rush of 

fluttering garments. 
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Meanwhfle, apart, at the head of the hall, the 

priest and the herdsman 
feat, conversing together of past and present and 

future ; 
While Evangeline stood like one entranced, for 

within her 
Oldea memories rose, and loud in the midst of 

the music 
Heard she the sound of the sea, and an irrepress- 
ible sadness 
Came o'er her heart, and unseen she stole forth 

into the garden. 
Beautiful was the night. Behind the black wall 

of the forest. 
Tipping its sunmiit with silver, arose the moon. 

Od the river 
FeD here and there through the branches a treimi' 

kms ^eam of the moonlight. 
Like the sweet thoughts of k>ve on a darkened 

and derioiB spirit. 
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Kear^r aiid rdurrd about her, the manl 

of the garden 
3?oured out iheh- souls in odors, thai 

prayers and confessions 
Unto ' the night, ks it went its wdy, 1 

Carthusians 
Puller of fragrance than they^ and as 

•shadows and night-dews, 
Hung the heart of the maiden. Th 

the magical moonlight 
Seemed to inundate her soul with inde: 

ings. 
As, through the garden gate, beneath 

shade of the oak-trees. 
Passed she along the path to the ( 

measureless prairie. 
Silent it lay, with a silvery haze u] 

fire -flies 
Gleaming and floating away in ming 

finite numbers. 
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Over her head the stars, the thoughts of God in 

the heavens, 
Shone on the eyes of man, who had ceased to 

marvel and worship, 
Save when a blazing comet was seen on the walls 

of that temple. 
As if a hand had appeared and written upon them, 

« Upharsin." 
And the soul of the maiden, between the stars 

and the fire-flies, 
*^andered alone, and she cried, — ** O Gabriel ! 

O my beloved ! 
Art thou so near unto me, and yet I cannot 

behold thee ? 
Art thou so near unto me, and yet thy voice does 

not reach me ? 
Ah ! how often thy feet have trod this path to 

the prairie ! 
Ah ! how often thine eyes have looked on the 

woodlands around me ! 
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Ah ! how often beneath this oak, returning fror: 

labor, 
Thou hast lain down to rest, and to dream of hb. 

in thy slumbers. 
When shaQ these eyes behold, these arms t> 

folded about thee ? " 
Loud and sudden and near the note of a whip 

poorwill sounded 
Like a flute in the woods ; and anon, through tti 

neighbouring thickets. 
Farther and farther away k floated and dropp^ 

into silence. 
" Patience ! " whispered the oaks from ora^ 

ular caverns of darkness ; 
And, from the moonlit meadow, a s^h responci 

ed, " To-morrow ! " 



Bri^t rose die sun next day; and all tb^ 
flowers of the garden 
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Bathed his shining feet with their tears, and 

anointed his tresses 
With the delicious babn that they bore in their 

vases of crystal. 
" Farewell ! " said the priest, as he stood at tlie 

shadowy threshold ; 
" See that you bring us the Prodigal Son from 

his fasting and famine. 
And, too, the Foolish Virgin, who slept when the 

bridegroom was coming." 
" Farewell ! " answered the maiden, and, smil- 
ing, with Basil descended 
Down to the river's brink, where the boatmen 

aheady were waiting. 
Thus beginning their journey with morning, and 

sunshine, and gladness, 
Swiftly they followed the flight of him who was 

speeding before them. 
Blown by the blast of fate like a dead leaf over 

the desert. 
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Not that day, nor the next, nor yet th« 

succeeded, 
Found they trace of his course, in lake 

or river. 
Nor, after many days, had they found 

vague and uncertain 
Rumors alone were their guides throu^ 

and desolate country ; 
Till, at the little mn of the Spanish 

Adayes, 
Weary and worn, tliey alighted, and lea] 

the garrulous landlord, 

« 

That on the day before, with horses ai 

and companions, 
Gabriel left the village, and took the ro 

prairies. 
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IV. 

*^H in the West there lies a desert land, 

where the mountains 
^ift, through perpetual snows, their lofty and 

luminous summits. 
Dovvn from their jagged, deep ravines, where 

the gorge, like a gateway, 
Opens a passage rude to the wheels of the emi- 
grant's w^agon. 
Westward the Oregon flows and the Walleway 

and Owyhee. 
Eastward, with devious course, among the Wind- 
river Mountains, 
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Throudi tlie Sweet-water Valley precipitate le; 

the Nebraska ; 
And to the south, from Fontaine-qui-bout and 

Spanish sierras, 
Fretted with sands and rocks, and swept by ' 

wind of the desert, 
Numberless torrents, with ceaseless sound, ( 

scend to the ocean, 
Like the great chords of a harp, in loud a 

solemn vibrations. 
Spreading between these streams are the w( 

drous, beautiful prairies, 
Billowy bays of grass ever rolling in shadow a 

sunshine. 
Bright with luxuriant clusters of roses and pur] 

amorphas. 
0\er them wander the buffalo herds, and the ( 

and the roebuck ; 
Ch*er them \^*ander the wolves, and herds of rid( 

less horses ; 
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Fires that blast and blight, and winds that are 

weary witli travel ; 
Over them wander the scattered tribes of Ish- 

mael's children, 
Staining tlie desert with blood ; and above their 

terrible war-trails 
Circles and sails aloft, on pinions majestic, the 

vultm-e, 
Like tlie implacable soul of a chieftain slaugh- 
tered in battle, 
% invisible stairs ascending and scaling the 

heavens. 
Here and there rise smokes from the camps of 

these savase marauders ; 

swift-running rivers ; 
And the grim, taciturn bear, the anchorite monk 

of the desert, 
Climbs down their dark ravines to dig for roots 

by the brook-side. 
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And over all is the sky, the clear and < 

heaven, 
Like the protecting hand of God invert 

them. 



Into this wonderful land, at the ba< 

Ozark Mountains, 
Gabriel far liad entered, with hunters 

pers behind him. 
Day after day, with their Indian gu: 

maiden and Basil 
Followed his flying steps, and thought 

to overtake him. 
Sometimes they saw, or tliought they 

smoke of h'ls camp-fire 
Rise in the morning air from the dista 

but at nightfall, 
Wlien tliey had reached the place, th( 

onlv embers and ashes. 
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And, though their hearts were sad at times and 

their bodies were weary, 
Hope still guided them on, as the magic Fata 

Morgana 
Showed them her lakes of light, that retreated and 

vanished before them. 



Once, as they sat by their evening fire, there 

silently entered 
^to the little camp an Indian woman, whose 

featm'es 
*»ore deep traces of sorrow, and patience as 

great as her sorrow. 
^^ was a Shawnee woman returning home to 

her people, 
'rom the far-off hunting-grounds of the cruel 

Camanches, 
Where her Canadian husband, a Coureur-des- 

Bois, bad been murdered. 
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Touched were their hearts at her story, 

wannest and friendliest welcome 
Gave they, with words of cheer, and she sa 

feasted among them 
On the bufialo-meat and the venison cooke 

the embers. 
But when their meal was done, and Basil ai 

his companions. 
Worn with the long day's march and the < 

of the deer and the bison, 
Stretched themselves on the ground, and 

where the quivering fire-light 
Flashed on their swarthy cheeks, and their i 

wrapped up in their blankets. 
Then at the door of Evangeline's tent sh 

and repeated 
Slowly, with soft, low voice, and the char 

her Indian accent, 
AD the tale of her love, with its pleasures 

pains, and reverses. 
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ch Evangeline wept at the tale, and to know 
that another 

)less heart like her own had loved and had 
been disappointed. 

^ed to the depths of her soul by pity and 

woman's compassion, 
in her sorrow pleased that one who had 

suffered was near her, 
in turn related her love and all its disas- 
ters. 

€ with wonder the Shawnee sat, and when 
she had ended 

I was mute ; but at length, as if a mysterious 
horror 

sed through her brain, she spake, and re- 
peated the tale of the Mowis ; 

N]Sj the bridegroom of snow, who won and 
wedded a maiden, 

, when the morning came, arose and passed 
from tlie wigwam, 
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Fading and melling away and dissolving 

sunshine, 
Till she beheld him no more, though she 

far into the forest. 
Then, in those sweet, low tones, that 

like a weird incantation, 
Told she the tale of the fair Lilinau, 

wooed by a phantom. 
That, through the pines o'er her father 

in the hush of the twilight. 
Breathed like the evening wind, and v 

love to the maiden. 
Till she followed his green and wavii 

through the forest. 
And never more returned, nor was seen 

her people. 
Silent with wonder and strange surprise 

geline listened 
To tl)e soft flow of her magical words 

region around her 
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Seemed like enchanted ground, and her swarthy 

guest the enchantress. 
Slowly over tlie tops of the Ozark Mountains the 

moon rose, 
Lighting the little tent, and with a mysterious 

splendor 
Touching the sombre leaves, and embracing and 

6Uing the woodland. 
. With a delicious sound the brook rushed by, and 

the branches 
Swayed and sighed overhead in scarcely audible 

whispers. 
Filled with the thoughts of love was Evangeline's 

heaxt, but a secret. 
Subtile sense crept in of pain and indefinite 

terror, 
As the cold, poisonous snake creeps into the nest 

of the swallow. 
It was no earthly fear. A breath from the region 

of spirits 
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Seemed to float in the air of night ; and she felt 
for a moment 

That, like the Indian maid, she, too, was pur- 
suing a phantom. 

And with this tliought she slept, and the fear and 
the phantom had vanished. 



Early upon the morrow the march was re- 
sumed ; and the Shawnee 

Said, as they journeyed along, — " On the west- 
em slope of these mountains 

Dwells in his little village the Black Robe chief 
of the Mission. 

jSIuch he teaches the people, and tells them of 
Mary and Jesus ; 

Loud laugh their hearts with joy, and weep witb 
pain, as they bear him." 

Then, with a sudden and secret emotion, Evan- 
geline answered, — 
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jet us go to the Mission, for there good tidings 

await us ! " 
ither they turned their steeds ; and behind a 

spur of the mountains, 
t as the sun went down, they heard a murmur 

of voices, 
1 in a meadow green and broad, by the bank 

of a river, 
iT the tents of the Christians, the tents of the 

Jesuit Mission, 
ler a towering oak, that stood in the midst of 

the village, 
3lt the Black Robe chief with his children. 

A crucifix fastened 
h on the trunk of the tree, and overshadowed 

by grape-vines, 
•ked with its agonized face on the multitude 

kneeling beneath it. 
s was their rural chapel. Aloft, through. the 

intricate arches 

18 
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Of its aerial roof, arose the chant of their ves- 
pers, 

Mingling its notes witli tlie soft susurms and siglis 
of llie branches. 

Silent, with heads uncovered, the travellers, near- 
er approaching, 

Knelt on tlie swarded floor, and joined in the 
evening devotions. 

But when the ser\'ice was done, and the benedic- 
tion liad fallen 

Forth from the hands of the priest, like seed from 
the hands of tlie sower, 

Slowlv the reverend man advanced to the stran- 
gers, and bade them 

Welcome ; and wlien they replied, he smiled with 
benignant expression. 

Hearing the homelike sounds of his mother- 
tongue in tlie forest. 

And with words of kindness conducted them into 
liis wigwam. 
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There upon mats and skins they reposed, and on 
cakes of the maize-ear 

Feasted, and slaked tlieir thirst from the water- 
gourd of the teacher. 

Soon was their story told ; and the priest with 
solemnity answered : — 

" Not six suns have risen and set since Gabriel, 
seated 

On this mat by my side, where now the maiden 
reposes, 

Told me this same sad tale ; then arose and con- 
tinued his journey ! " 

Soft was the voice of the priest, and he spake 
with an accent of kindness ; 

But on Evangeline's heart fell his words as in 
winter the snow-flakes 

Fall into some lone nest from which the birds 
have departed. 

" Far to tlie north he has gone," continued the 
priest ; " but in autumn, 
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When tlie chase is done, will return again 

Mission." 
Then Evangeline said, and her voice wa: 

and submissive, — 
" Let me remain with thee, for my soui 

and afflicted." 
So seemed it wise and well unto all ; and I 

on the morrow. 
Mounting his Mexican steed, with his 

guides and companions. 
Homeward Basil returned, and Evangeline 

at the Mission. 



Slowly, slowly, slowly the days sue 

each other, — 
Days and weeks and months ; and the fii 

maize that were springing 
Green from the ground when a stranger she 

now waving above her, 
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d their slender shafts, with leaves interlacing, 

and forming 
jters for mendicant crows and granaries pil- 
laged by squirrels. 
1 in the golden weather the maize was husked, 

and the maidens 
hed at each blood-red ear, for that betokened 

a lover, 
at the crooked laughed, and called it a thief 

in the corn-field. 
1 the blood-red ear to Evangeline brought 

not her lover, 
tience ! " the priest would say ; " have 

faith, and thy prayer will be answered ! 
c at this delicate plant that lifts its head from 

the meadow, 
how its leaves all point to the north, as true 

as the magnet ; 
the compass-flower, that the finger of God 

has suspended 
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Here on its fragile stalk, to direct the traveller's 

journey 
Over the sea-like, pathless, limitless waste of 

the desert. 
Such in the soul of man is faidi. The blossoms 

of passion, 
Gay and luxuriant flowers, are brighter and fuller 

of fragrance. 
But they beguile us, and lead us astray, and their 

odor is deadly. 
Only Uiis humble plant can guide us here, and 

hereafter 
Crown us with asphodel flowers, that are wet 

with the dews of nepenthe." 



So came the autumn, and passed, and the 
winter, — yet Gabriel came not ; 
Blossomed the opening spring, and the notes of 
the robin and blue-bird 
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Qded sweet upon wold and in wood, yet 

Gabriel came not. 
on the breath of the summer winds a rumor 

was wafted 
eter than song of bird, or hue or odor of 

blossom, 
to the north and east, it said, in the Michigan 

forests, 
riel had his lodge by the banks of the Sagi- 
naw river. 
, with returning guides, that sought the lakes 

of St. Lawrence, 
ng a sad farewell, Evangeline went from the 

Mission. 
;n over weary ways, by long and perilous 

marches, 
had attained at length the depths of the 

Michigan forests, 
id she the hunter's lodge deserted and fallen 

to ruii>! 
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Thus did the long sad years glide on, and in 

seasons and places 
Dhrers and distant far was seen the wandering 

maiden ; — 
Now in the tents of grace of the meek Moravian 

Missions, 
Now in the noisy camps and the hattle-fields of 

the armv, 
Now in secluded hamlets, in towns and populous 

cities. 
Like a phantom she came, and passed away un- 

remembered. 
Fair was she and young, when in hope began the 

long journey ; 
Faded was she and old, when in disappointment 

it ended. 
Each succeeding year stole something away from 

her beaut V, 
Leavins: behind it, broader and deeper, the gloom 

and the shadow, 
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Fhen there appeared and spread faint streaks of 
gray o'er her forehead, 

Dawn of another life, that broke o'er her earthly- 
horizon, 

ks in the eastern sky the first faint streaks of the 
morning. 






1 . 
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V. 



that delightful land wluch is washed by the 

Delaware's waters, 
arding in sylvan shades the name of Penn the 

apostle, 
inds on the banks of its beautiful stream the 

city he founded, 
ere all the air is balm, and the peach is the 

emblem of beauty, 
d the streets still reecho the names of the 

trees of the forest, 
if they fain would appease the Dryads whose 

haunts they molested. 
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There from the troubled sea had Evangeline 

landed, an exile, 
Finding among the children of Penn a home and 

a country. 
There old Ren^ Leblanc had died ; and when be 

departed, 
Saw at his side only one of all his hundred 

descendants. 
Somethmg at least there was in the friendlf 

streets of the ci^, 
Something that spake to her heart, and made ber 

no longer a stranger ; 
And ber ear was pleased with the Thee and 

Thou of the Quakers, 
For h recalled the past, the old Acadian coun* 

Where all men were equal, and all were brod)e)« 

and sisters. 
So, when the fruitless search, the disappointed 

endeavour. 
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jd, to recommence no more upon earth, un- 
complaining, 
her, as leaves to tlie light, were turned her 

thoughts and her footsteps, 
from a mountain's top the rainy mists of the 

morning 
[ away, and afar we behold the landscape 

below us, 
-illumined, with shining rivers and cities and 

hamlets, 
fell the mists from her mind, and she saw the 

world far below her, 
k no longer, but all illumined with love ; and 

the pathway 
ich she had climbed so far, lying smooth and 

fair in the distance, 
►riel was not forgotten. Within her heart was 

his image, 
thed in the beauty of love and youth, as last 

she beheld him. 
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Only more beautiful made by his deathlike si- 
lence and absence. 
Into her thoughts of him time entered not, for it 

was not. 
Over him years had no power ; he was not 

changed, but transfigured ; 
He had become to her heart as one who is dead, 

and not absent ; 
Patience and abnegation of self, and devotion to 

others. 
This was the lesson a life of trial and sorrow had 

taught her. 
So was her love diffused, but, like to some 

odorous spices. 
Suffered no waste nor loss, though filling the air 

with aroma. 
Other hope had she none, nor wish in life, but to 

follow 
Meekly, with reverent steps, the sacred feet of 

her Saviour. 
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Thus many years she lived as a Sister of Mercy ; 

frequenting 
Lonely and wretched roofs in the crowded lanes 

of the city, 
Where distress and want concealed themselves 

from the sunlight, 
Where disease and sorrow in garrets languished 

neglected. 
Night after night, when the world was asleep, as 

the watchman repeated 
Loud, through the gusty streets, that all was well 

in the city, 
High at some lonely window he saw the light of 

her taper. 
Day after day, in the gray of the dawn, as slow 

through the suburbs 
Plodded the German farmer, with flowers and 

fruits for the market, 
Met he that meek, pale face, returning home 

from its watchings. 
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Tlien it came to pass that a pestilence fell on 

the city, 
Presaged by wondrous signs, and mostly b/ 

flocks of wild pigeons, 
Darkening the sun in their flight, with naught in 

their craws but an acorn. 
And, as the tides of the sea arise in the month 

of September, 
Flooding some silver stream, till it spreads to a 

i 

lake in the meadow, ! 

So deatl) flooded life, and, overflowing its natural 

margin. 
Spread to a brackish lake, the silver stream of 

existence. 
Wealth had no power to bribe, nor beauty to 

charm, the oppressor ; 
But all perished alike beneath the scourge of his 

anger ; — 
Only, alas ! the poor, who had neither friends 

nor attendants. 
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ept away to die in the almshouse, home of the 

homeless, 
len in the suburbs it stood, in the midst of 

meadows and woodlands ; — 
►w the city surrounds it ; but still, with its 

gateway and wicket 
sek, in the midst of splendor, its humble walls 

seem to echo 
)fdy the words of the Lord : — " The poor ye 

always have with you." 
either, by night and by day, came the Sister 

of Mercy. The dying 
)oked up into her face, and thought, indeed, to 

behold there 
eams of celestial light encircle her forehead 

with splendor, 
ch as the artist paints o'er the brows of saints 

and aposdes, 
such as hangs by night o'er a city seen at a 

distance. 

19 
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JJjQto ,tji©ir fiyes it seemed the lamps of the city 

Into fHiose simii^ gates ere long their spirits 
woul(]l AOtef, 



Thus, on a Sabbath mom, through the streetSf 

deserted and silent, 
Wending her quiet way, she entered the door of 

the almshouse. 
Sweet on the summer air was the odor of flowers 

in the garden ; 
And she paused on her way to gather the fairest 

among them, 
That the dying once more might rejoice in their 

fragrance and beauty. 
Then, as slie mounted the stairs to the corridorsj 

cooled by the east wind. 
Distant and soft on her ear fell the chimes from 

the belfry of Christ Church, 
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ile, intermingled with these, across the mead- 
ows were wafted 

nds of psalms, that were sung by the Swedes 
in their church at Wicaco. 

. as descending wings fell the calm of the 
hour on her spirit ; 

lething witliin her said, — " At length thy 
trials are ended " ; 

!, with light in her looks, she entered the 
chambers of sickness. 

elessly moved about the assiduous, careful 
attendants, 

stening the feverish lip, and the aching brow, 
and in silence 

ing the sightless eyes of the dead, and con- 
cealing their faces, 

;re on their pallets they lay, like drifts of 
snow by the road-side. 

J a languid head, upraised as Evangeline 
entered. 
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Turned on its pillow of pain to gaze while 
passed, for her presence 

Fell on their hearts like a ray of the sun on 
walls of a prison. 

And, as she looked around, she saw how Death, 
the consoler, 

Laying liis hand upon many a heart, had healed 
it for ever. 

Many familiar forms had disappeared in the night- 
time ; 

Vacant their places were, or filled akeady by 
strangers. 



Suddenly, as if arrested by fear or a feeling 
of wonder. 

Still she stood, with her colorless lips apart, 
while a shudder 

Ran through her frame, and, forgotten, the flow- 
erets dropped from her fingers, 
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[ from her eyes and cheeks the light and 

bloom of the morning, 
n there escaped from her lips a cry of such 

terrible anguish, 
t the dying heard it, and started up from their 

pillows, 
the pallet before her was stretched the form 

of an old man. 
ig, and thin, and gray were the locks that 

shaded his temples ; 
, as he lay in the morning light, his face for 

a moment 
med to assume once more the forms of its 

earlier manhood ; 
are wont to be changed the faces of those 

who are dying. 
1 and red on his lips still burned the flush of 

the fever, 
if life, like the Hebrew, with blood had 

besprinkled its portals. 
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That the Angel of Death might see the sign, 

and pass over. 
Motionless, senseless, djring, he lay, and his spirit 

exhausted 

Seemed to be sinking down through infinite 

* 

depths in the darkness. 
Darkness of slumber and death, for ever sinking 

and sinking. 
Then through those realms of shade, in multiplied 

reverberations. 
Heard he that cry of pain, and through the hush 

that succeeded 
Whispered a gentle voice, in accents tender and 

saint-like, 
*' Gabriel ! O my beloved ! " and died away 

into silence. 
Then he beheld, in a dream, once more the 

home of his childhood ; 
Green Acadian meadows, with sylvan rivers 

among them. 



£VANG£L11«£« 395 

ige, and mountain, and woodlands ; and, 

walking under their shadow, 
n the days of her youth, Evangeline rose in 

his vision, 
rs came into his eyes ; and as slowly he 

lifted his eyelids, 
ished the vision away, but Evangeline knelt 

by his bedside, 
ily he strove to whisper her name, for tlie 

accents unuttered 
i on his lips, and their motion revealed what 

his tongue would have spoken, 
ily he strove to rise ; and Evangeline, kneel- 
ing beside him, 
sed his dying lips, and laid his head on her 

bosom. 
;et was the light of his eyes ; but it suddenly 

sank into darkness, 
when a lamp is blown out by a gust of wind 

at a casement. 
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All was ended now, the hope, and the fear, 

and the sorrow, 
All the aching of heart, the restless, unsatisfied 

longing, 
All the dull, deep pain, and constant anguish o( 

patience ! 
And, as she pressed once more the lifeless head 

to her bosom. 
Meekly she bowed her own, and murmured, 

" Father, I thank thee ! " 
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Still stands the forest primeval ; but far away 

from its shadow, 
Side by side, in their nameless graves, the lovers 

are sleeping. 
Under the humble walls of the little Catholic 

church-yard, 
In the heart of the city, they lie, unknown and 

unnoticed. 
Daily the tides of life go ebbing and flowing 

beside them. 
Thousands of throbbing hearts, where theirs are 

at rest and for ever. 
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Thousands of aching brains, where theirs r»* 
longer are busy, 

Thousands of toiling hands, where theirs hav^^ 
ceased from their labors, 

Thousands of weary feet, where theirs have com- 
pleted their journey ! 



Still stands the forest primeval ; but under the 

shade of its branches 
Dwells another race, with other customs and 

language. 
Only along the shore. of the mournful and misty 

Atlantic 
Linger a few Acadian peasants, whose fathers 

from exile 
Wandered back to their native land to die in its 

bosom. 
In the fisherman's cot the wheel and the loom are 

still busy ; 
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iens still wear their Norman caps and their 

kirtles of homespun, 
by the evening fire repeat Evangeline's 

story, 
le from its rocky caverns the deep-voiced, 

neighbouring ocean 
iks, and in accents disconsolate answers the 

wail of the forest. 



* ■ 



fc.- . 



\ 

:■•. 



•>. 






.<' 






'■ir 



^c 



** r 






EASIDE AND THE FIRESIDE. 



1850. 



303 



DEDICATION. 



^ ^ one who, walking in the twilight gloom, 
^ears round about him voices as it darkens, 

^^d seeing not the forms from which they come, 
Pauses from time to time, and turns and heark- 
ens ; 

So walking here in twilight, O my friends ! 

I hear your voices, softened by the distance, 
And pause, and turn to listen, as each sends 

His words of friendship, comfort, and assistance. 
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If anv tbauzht of mine, or sung or told, 
Has erer pven delight or consolation, 

Ye have repaid me hack a thousand fold, 
Br erefj friendly s^ and salutation. 

Thanks for the svmpadiies that ye have shown ! 

Thanks for each kindly word, each silent token, 
That teaches me, when seeming most alone, 

Friends are around us, though no word be 
spoken. 

Kind messages, that pass from land to land ; 

Kind leuers, that hetray the heart's deep lustofjr, 
In idiich we feel the pressure of a hand, — 

One touch of fire, — and all the rest is nqrsteiy ! 

The pleasant books, that silently anumg 
Our household treasures take familiar places, 

And are to us as if a living tongue 

Spake from the printed leaves or juctured facet ! 



DBDICATION. 905 

Perhaps on earth I never shall behold, 
With eye of sense, your outward form and 
semblance ; 

Therefore to me ye never will grow old. 
But live for ever young in my remembrance. 

Never grow old, nor change, nor pass away ! 

Tour gentle voices will flow on for ever. 
When life grows bare and tarnished with decay, 

As through a leafless landscape flows a river. 

Not chance of birth or place has made us friends, 
Being oftentimes of different tongues and nations. 

But the endeavour for the selfsame ends. 

With the same hopes, and fears, and aspirations. 

Therefore I hope to join your seaside walk. 
Saddened, and mostly silent, with emotion ; 

Not interrupting with intrusive talk 

The grand, majestic symphonies of ocean. 

90 
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Tberefore I hope, as do unwelcome guest, 
At your wann fireside, when the lamps i 
lighted, 
To have mj place reserved among the rest, 

Nor stind as one unsought and uninvited ! 
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THE BUILDING OF THE SHIP. 



^^ Build me stiai^it, O wortbjr Master ! 

Staunch and strong, a goodlj Tessel, 
That shall laugh at aD disaster, 

And with wave and whirlwind wrestle ! '' 

The merchant's word 

Delighted the Master heard ; 

For his heart was m his work, and the heart 

Giveth grace unto eveiy Art. 
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A quiet smile played round his lips, 
As the eddies and dimples of the tide 
Play round the bows of ships, 
That steadily at anchor ride. 
And with a voice that was full of glee, 
He answered, " Ere long we will launch 
A vessel as goodly, and strong, and staunch, 
As ever weathered a wintry sea J *' 

And first with nicest skill and art. 
Perfect and finished in every part, 
A little model the Master wrought. 
Which should be to the larger plan 
What the child is to the man, 
Its counterpart in miniature ; 
That with a hand more swift and sure 
The greater labor might be brought 
To answer to his inward thought. 
And as he labored, his mind ran o'er 
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le various ships that were built of jore, 

id above them all, and strangest of all 

)wered the Great Harry, crank and tall, 

hose picture was hanging on the wall, 

ith bows and stern raised high in air, 

id balconies hanging here and there, 

id signal lanterns and flags afloat, 

id eight round towers, like those that frown 

om some old castle, looking down 

)on the drawbridge and the moat. 

id he said with a smile, ^' Our ship, I wis, 

lall be of another form than this ! " 

was of another form, mdeed ; 

lilt for freight, and yet for speed, 

beautiful and gallant craft ; 

oad in the beam, that the stress of the blast, 

essing down upon sail and mast, 

ight not the sharp bows overwhelm ; 
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Broad in the beam, bat sloping aft 
With graceful curve and slow degrees, 
That she might be docile to the helm, 
And diat the currents of parted seas, 
Closing bdnid, with migh^ force, 
Bf^it aid and not impede her course. 

In die sUp-jard stood the Master, 
With the model of the vessel. 

That should hugh at all disaster, 

And with wave and whirlwind wresde ! 

Covering many a rood ot ground, 
Laj the timber piled around ; 
Timber of chestnut, and elm, and oak. 
And scattered here and there, with these, 
The knarred and crooked cedar knees ; 
Bfou^t from regions far awaj. 
From Pascagoula^s sunny bay, 
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id the banks of the roaring Roanoke ! 

h ! what a wondrous thii^ it is 

note how manj wbeds of tofl 

36 thought, one word, can set in motion ! 

bere 's not a ship that saib the ocean, 

It every climate, every soil, 

list bring its tribute, great or small, 

id help to build the wooden wall ! 

le sun was rising o'er the sea, 
id long the level shadows lay, 
; if they, too, the beams would be 
some great, airy argosy, 
amed and launched in a single day. 
lat silent architect, the sun, 
id hewn and laid them every one, 
e the work of man was yet begun. 
»side the Master, when he spoke, 
youth, against an anchor leaning, 
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Listened, to catch his sh'ghtest meaning. 
Only the long waves, as they broke 
In ripples on the pebbly beach. 
Interrupted the old man's speech. 

Beautiful they were, in sooth. 

The old man and the fiery youth ! 

The old man, in whose busy brain 

Many a ship that sailed the main 

Was modelled o'er and o'er again ; — 

The fiery youth, who was to be 

The heir of his dexterity. 

The heu* of his house, and his daughter's band, 

When he had built and launched from land 

What the elder head had planned. 

*' Thus," said he, " will we build this ship ! 
Lay square the blocks upon the slip, 
And follow well this plan of mine. 
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Choose the timbers with greatest care ; 
Of all that is unsound beware ; 
For only what is sound and strong 
To this vessel shall belong. 
Cedar of Maine and Georgia pine 
Here together shall combine. 
A goodly frame, and a goodly fame, 
And the Union be her name ! 
For the day that gives her to the sea 
Shall give my daughter unto thee ! " 

The Master's word 

Enraptured the young man heard ; 

And as be turned his face aside. 

With a look of joy and a thrill of pride. 

Standing before 

Her father's door, 

He saw the form of his promised bride. 

The sun shone on her golden hair, 



816 BT THE SEASIDE. 

And her cheek was glowing fresh and fair, 

With the breath of mom and the soft sea aj*. 

Like a beauteous barge was she, 

Still at rest on the sandy beach, 

Just beyond the billow's reach ; 

But he 

Was the resdess, seetlung, stormy sea ! 

Ah, how skilful grows the hand 
That obeyeth Love's command ! 
It is the heart, and not the brain, 
That to the highest doth attain. 
And he who followeth Love's behest 
Far exceedeth all the rest ! 

Thus with the rising of the sun 

Was the noble task begun. 

And soon throughout the ship-yard's bounds 

Were heard the mtermingled sounds 
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f axes ind of mallrtSa pfied 
rith vigorous anns oo ereij side ; 
lied so defilj and so weO, 
hat, ere the shadows of ereDiDg ieS, 
he keel of oak for a noble sfaSp, 
barfed and bolted, stiai^ and sdod^ 
''as lying readj, and stielcbed ako^ 
he blocks, weD placed upon the dip. 
app7, thrice happy, ef eij oae 
lio sees his labor wdl begoB, 
nd not perplexed and mnbiplird, 
f idly waiting for time and tide ! 

nd when the hot, long daj was o'er, 
he young man at die Master's door 

Sit with the maiden cahn and sdlL 
nd within the porch, a little more 
emoved beyond the erening cfaiB, 
hie^ fatlMsr sat, and udd them tales 
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Of wrecks in the great September gales, 

Of pirates upon the Spanish Main, 

And ships that never came back again, 

The chance and change of a sailor's life, 

Want and plenty, rest and strife. 

His roving fancy, like the wind. 

That nothing can stay and nothing can bind, 

And the magic charm of foreign lands. 

With shadows of palms, and shining sands, 

Where the tumbling surf, 

O'er the coral reefs of Madagascar, 

Washes the feet of the swarthy Lascar, 

Aft he lies alone and asleep on the turf. 

And the trembling maiden held her breath 

At the tales of that awful, pitiless sea, 

With all its terror and mystery. 

The dim, dark sea, so like unto Death, 

That divides and yet unites mankind ! 

And whenever the old man paused, a gleam 
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?*rom the bowl of fab p^ would awbile ilkane 

The sOent group in tbe twiEgltf cloam. 

\.nd thoughtful &ces, as in a dram ; 

ind for a moment one midbt maik 

NTm, had been bidden bj the daric, 

That the head of the maiden fay at rest, 

Tenderly, on the youi^ man^s breast ! 

)ay by day the vessel grew, 
Vith timbers fiishioned strong and tioe, 
kemson and keelson and stemson-knee, 
Cill, framed nith perfect syonnetiy, 
^ skeleton ship rose up to view ! 
Ind around the bows and along the side 
rhe heavy hammers and mallets pfied. 
Till after many a week, at length, 
Wonderful for form and strength, 
Sublime in its enormous bulk, 
joomed aloft the shadowy hulk ! 
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And around it columns of smoke, upwreathing, 

Rose from the boiling, bubblmg, seething 

Caldron, that glowed. 

And overflowed 

With the black tar, heated, for, the sheathing. 

And amid the clamors 

Of clattering hammers. 

He who listened heard now and then 

The song of the Master and his men : — 

'' Build me straight, O worthy Master, 
Staunch and strong, a goodly vessel, 

That sbaHH laugh at all disaster. 
And with wave and wI^rlwind wrestle ! '' 

With oaken brace and copper band, 
Lay the rudder on the sand. 
That, like a thought, should have control 
Over the movement of the whole ; 



THE BUILDING OF THB SHIP. 321 

And near it the anchor, iivhose giant hand 

Would reach down and grapple with the land, 

And immovable and fast 

Hold the great ship against the bellowing blast ! 

And at the bows an image stood, 

By a cunning artist carved in wood. 

With robes of white, that far behind 

Seemed to be fluttering in the wmd. 

It was not shaped in a classic mould, 

Not like a Nymph or Goddess of old, 

Or Naiad rising firom the water. 

But modelled from the Master's daughter ! 

On many a dreary and misty night, 

'T will be seen by the rays of the signal light,, 

Speeding along through the rain and the dark. 

Like a ghost in its snow-white sark, 

The pilot of some phantom bark, 

Guiding the vessel, in its flight. 

By a path none other knows aright ! 
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Behold, at last, 
Each tall and tapering mast 
Is swung into its place ; 
Shrouds and stays 
Holding it firm and fast ! 

Long ago, 

In the deer-haunted forests of Maine, 

When upon mountain and plain 

Lay the snow. 

They fell, — those lordly pines ! 

Those grand, majestic pines ! 

'Mid shouts and cheers 

The jaded steers, 

Panting beneath the goad. 

Dragged down the weary, winding road 

Those captive kings so straight and tall, 

To be shorn of their streaming hair, 

And, naked and bare. 
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To feel the stress and the strain 

Of the wind and the reeling main, 

Whose roar 

Would remind them for evermore 

Of their native forests thejr should not see agam. 

And everywhere 

The slender, graceful spars 

Poise aloft in the air, 

And at the mast head. 

White, blue, and red, 

A flag unrolls the stripes and stars. 

Ah ! when the wanderer, lonely, friendless, 

In foreign harbours shall behold 

That flag unrolled, 

'T will be as a friendly hand 

Stretched out from his native land, 

Filling his heart with memories sweet and endless ! 
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All b finished ! and at length 

Has come the bridal day 

Of beautj and of strength. 

To-day the vessel shall be launched ! 

With fleecy clouds the sky b Uanchedi 

And o'er the bay, 

Slowly, m all his splendors di^t, 

The great sun rises to behold the sight. 

The ocean old, 

Centuries old, 

Stroi^ as youth, and as uncontroIIed| 

Paces restless to and firo, 

Up and down the sands of gold. 

His beating heart is not at rest ; 

And far and wide, 

With ceaseless flow, 

His beard of snow 

Heaves with the heavbg of hb breast. 
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He waits impadent for hb bride. 

There she stands, 

With her foot upon the sands, 

Decked with flags and streamers gay, 

In honor of her marriage day, 

Her snow-white signak fluttering, blendmg, 

Round her like a veil descending, 

Ready to be 

The bride of the gray, old sea. 

On the deck another bride 
Is standing by her lover's side. 
Shadows from the flags and shrouds, 
Like the shadows cast by clouds, 
Broken by many a sunny fleck. 
Fall around them on the deck. 

The prayer is said. 
The service read. 
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The jojroas brid^oom bows his be 
And in tears the good old Master 
Shakes the brown hand of lis son, 
hb daught^^s glowing cheek 



1m sScBce, for he cannot speak, 

And ever faster 

Dofn hb own the tears begin to run. 

The wortfajr pastor — 

The shqiherd of that wandering flock, 

That has the ocean for its wdd, 

That has the vessd for its fold, 
Leaping erer from rock to rock — 
Spake, with accents mild and clear. 
Words of warning, words of cheer. 
But tedious to the bridegroom's ear. 
He knew die chart 
Of the sailor^s heart, 
AD its pleasures and its grieis, 
AD its shaDows and rockj reefs. 
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All those secret currents, that flow 

9 

With such resistless undertow, 
And lift and drift, with terrible force, 
The will from its moorings and its course. 
Therefore he spake, and thus said he : — 

" Like unto ships far off at sea. 

Outward or homeward bound, are we. 

Before, behind, and all around. 

Floats and swings the horizon^s bound. 

Seems at its distant rim to rise 

And climb the crystal wall of the skies. 

And then again to turn and sink. 

As if we could slide from its outer brink. 

Ah ! it is not the sea, 

It is not the sea that sinks and shelves. 

But ourselves 

That rock and rise 

With endless and uneasy motion. 
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^Sov toQchiDg the TOT skies, 

Som siDkBC into tbe depths of ocean. 

Ak! W oar souk bur poise and swii^ 

Uke dbe compass n Ms faraien 111^9 

Eyv level mmI ever tnie 

To dhe loB aod dhe fade we have to do, 

We sfaaD saO sectKehr, and safeljr reach 

TW Foi tunai e Isles, on whose shining beach 

Tke s^hts we see, and the soonds we hear, 

Wa be those of joj avl not of fear ! '» 

Then the Master, 

With a gesture of command. 

Wared hb hand ; 

And at the word. 

Loud and sudden diere was heard, 

AU around them and below. 

The sound of hammers, blow on blow, 
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locking away the shores and spurs. 

^d see ! she stirs ! 

^ starts, — she moves, — she seems to feel 

he thrill of life along her keel, 

nd, spuming with her foot the ground| 

""ith one exulting, joyous bound, 

le leaps mto the ocean's arms ! 

id lo ! from the assembled crowd 
lere rose a shout, prolonged and loud, 
lat to the ocean seemed to say, — 
Take her, O bridegroom, old and gray, 
ike her to thy protecting arms, 
ith all her youth and all her charms ! " 

3W beautiful she is ! How fair 
le lies within those arms, that press 
er form with many a soft caress 
r tenderness and watchful care ! 



t» 
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Safl forth bto the sea, O ship ! 
Throt^ wind and wave, right onward steer * 
The mobteoed eye, the trembling lip, 
Are not the signs of douht or fear. 

Sail forth into the sea of life, 
O gende, loving, trusting wife, 
And safe from all adversity 
Upon the bosom of that sea 
Thy comings and thy goings be ! 
For gendeness and love and trust 
Prevail o^er angry wave and gust ; 
And in the wreck of noble lives 
Something immortal still survives ! 

Thou, too, sail on, O Ship of State ! 
Sail on, O Union, strong and great ! 
Humanity with all it3 fears. 
With all the hopes of future years. 
Is hanging breathless on thy fate ! 
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We know what Master laid ibj keel, 

What Workmen wrought thy ribs of steel, 

Who made each mast, and saQ, and rope. 

What anvils rang, what hanmiers beat, 

b what a forge and what a heat 

Were shaped the anchors of thy hope ! 

I^ear not each sudden sound and shock, 

'T is of the wave and not the rock ; 

'T is but the flappmg of the sail. 

And not a rent made hj the gale ! 

In spite of rock and tempest's roar. 

In spite of false lights on the shore. 

Sail on, nor fear to breast the sea ! 

Our hearts, our hopes, are all with thee. 

Our hearts, our hopes, our prayers, our tears. 

Our (aith triumphant o'er our fears, 

Are all with thee, — are all with thee ! 



suHif bur* 
As ifae drr jrows fainter ind dimmer, 
Looe^r sid lorvir, a smde star 
Lidics th( air widi a dusky ^immer. 



Ihk> die cccan fint and br 

Falfe t!ie tn3 of its golden splendor, 
And the desm of that sinde star 

Is erer r^6il«viii» soft, and tender. 
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Zlluysaor rising out of the sea, 

Showed thus glorious and thus emulous, 
the arms of Callurhoe, 
ever tender, soft, and tremulous. 




er the ocean faint and tar 
ed the gleam of his falchion brightly ; 
a God, or b it a star 
That, entranced, I gaze on nightly ! 
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THE EVENING STAR. 



Just above yon sandy bar, 

As the day grows famter and dimmer, 
Lonely and lovely, a single star 

Lights the air with a dusky glimmer. 

Into the ocean faint and far 

Falls the trail of its golden splendor, 
And the gleam of that single star 

Is ever refulgent, soft, and tender. 



i 
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Chrysaor rising out of the sea, 

Showed thus glorious and thus emulous, 
Leaving the arms of Callirrhoe, 

For ever tender, soft, and tremulous. 
t.- 
Thus o'er the ocean faint and far 

Trailed the gleam of his falchion brightly ; 
Is it a God, or is it a star 

That, entranced, I gaze on nightly ! 
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THE SECRET OF THE SEA. 



Ah ! what pleasant visions haunt me 

As I gaze upon the sea ! 
AH the old romantic legends, 

All my dreams, come back to me. 

Sails of silk and ropes of sendal, 
Such as gleam m ancient lore ; 

And the singing of the sailors, 
And the answer from the shore ! 
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Most of all, the Spanish ballad 
Haunts me oft, and tarries long, 

Of the noble Count Arnaldos 
And the sailor's mystic song. 

Like the long waves on a sea-beach. 
Where the sand as silver shines, 

With a soft, monotonous cadence. 
Flow its unrhymed lyric lines ; -^ 

Telling how the Count Arnaldos, 

With his hawk upon his hand, 
Saw a fair and stately galley. 

Steering onward to the land ; — 

How he heard the ancient helmsman 
Chant a song so wild and clear. 

That the sailmg sea-bird slowly 
Poised upon the mast to hear. 
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Till his soul was full of longing, 

And he cried, with impulse strong,-— 

** Helmsman ! for the love of heaven, 
Teach me, too, that wondrous song ! " 

" Wouldst thou,"— so the helmsman answers 
** Learn the secret of the sea ? 

Only those who brave its dangers 
Comprehend its mystery ! 



yj 



In each sail that skims the horizon, 
In each landward-blowing breeze, 

I behold that stately galley, 
Hear those mournful melodies ; 

Till my soul is full of longing 
For the secret of the sea, 

And the heart of the great ocean 
Sends a thrilling pulse through me. 



i 



837 



TWILIGHT. 



The twilight is sad and cloudy, 
The wind blows wild and free, 

And like the wings of sea-birds 
Flash the white caps of the sea. 

But in the &herman's cottage 
There shmes a ruddier light, 

And a little face at the window 
Peers out into the night. 

82 
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Close, close It is pressed to the windoW) 

As if those childish eyes 
Were looking into the darkness, 

To see some form arise. 

And a woman's waving shadow 

Is passing to and fro, 
Now rising to the ceiling, 

Now bowing and bending low. 

What tale do the roaring ocean, 
And the night-wind, bleak and wild, 

As they beat at the crazy casement. 
Tell to that litde child ? 

And why do the roaring ocean^ 

And the night-wind, wild and bleak. 

As they beat at the heart of the mother, 
Drive the color from her cheek ? 
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Southward with fleet of ice 
Sailed the corsair Death ; 

Wild and fast blew the blast, 
And the east-wmd was his breath. 

His lordly ships of ice 

Glistened in the sun ; 
On each side, like pennons wide, 

Flashing crystal streamlets run. 






:}• 
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Hii sub of white sea^nist 
Dripped with shrer nin ; 

Bat iriiere he passed diere were cast 
Leaden dndows o'er the main. 

Eastward from CampobeDo 
Sir Hompfarej Gilbert sailed ; 

Tkree days or more seaward he bore, 
Then, ahs ! the hnd-wind fiuled. 

Ahs ! the hnd-wind fidled. 
And ice-cold grew the i^^; 

And never more, on sea or shore, 
Should Sir Humpb^ see the l^t. 



He sat upon the deck. 

The Book was in hb hand ; 

** Do not fear ! Hearen b as near," 
He said, ^^ by water as by hnd ! " 
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Id the first watch of the night, 

Without a signal's sound, 
Out of the sea, mysteriously, 

The fleet of Death rose all around. 

The moon and the evemng star 

Were hanging m the shrouds ; 
Every mast, as it passed. 

Seemed to rake the passing clouds. 

They grappled with their prize. 

At midnight black and cold ! 
As of a rock was the shock ; 

Heavily the ground-swell rolled. 

Southward through day and dark. 

They drift m close embrace. 
With mist and rain, to the Spanish Main ; 

Yet there seems no change of place. 
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Southward, for ever southward, 
They drift through dark and day ; 

And like a dream, m the Gulf-Stream 
SinkiDg, yanish all away. 
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THE LIGHTHOUSE. 



The rocky ledge runs far into the sea, 
And on its outer point, some miles away. 

The Lighthouse lifts its massive masonry, 
A pillar of fire by night, of cloud by day. 

Even at this distance I can see the tides. 
Upheaving, break unheard along its base, 

A speechless wrath, that rises and subsides 
In the white lip and tremor of the face. 
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And as the evening darkens, lo ! how bright. 
Through the deep purple of the twilight air. 

Beams forth the sudden radiance of its light 
With strange, unearthly splendor in its glare ! 

Not one alone ; from each projecting cape 
And perilous reef along the ocean's verge, 

Starts into life a dim, gigantic shape, 
Holding its lantern o'er the restless surge. 

Like the great giant Christopher it stands 
Upon the brink of the tempestuous wave, 

Wading far out among the rocks and sands. 
The night-o'ertaken mariner to save. 

And the great ships sail outward and return. 
Bending and bowing o'er the billowj swells. 

And ever joyful, as they see it bum, 

They wave their silent welcomes and farewells. 



THB LIGHTHOUSE. 345 

They come forth from the darkness, and their sails 
Gleam for a moment only in the blaze, 

And eager faces, as the light unveils, 

Gaze at the tower, and vanish while they gaze. 

The mariner remembers when a child, 

On his first voyage, he saw it fade and sink ; 

And when, returning from adventures wild, 
He saw it rise again o'er ocean's brink. 

Steadfast, serene, immovable, the same 
Year after year, through all the silent night 

Bums on for evermore that quenchless flame, 
Shines on that inextmguishable light ! 

It sees the ocean to its bosom clasp 

The rocks and sea-sand with the kiss of peace j 
It sees the wild winds lift it in their grasp. 

And hold it up, and shake it like a fleece. 



\ 
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^be starded waves leap over it ; the storm 
Smites it with all the scourges of the rain, 
And steadily against its solid form 
Press the great shoulders of the hurricane. 

The sea-bird wheeUng round it, with the din 
Of wings and winds and solitary cries, 

Blinded and maddened by the light within, 
Dashes himself against the glare, and dies. 

A new Prometheus, chained upon the rock. 
Still grasping in his hand the fire of Jove, 

It does not hear the cry, nor heed the shopk, 
But hails the mariner with words of love. 

^^ Sail on ! " it says, ^^ sail on, ye stately ships ! 

And with your floating bridge the ocean span ; 
Be mme to guard this light from all eclipse, 

Be yours to bring man nearer unto man ! " 
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THE FERE OF DRIFT.W(X)D. 



We sat within the fiirm-house old, 
Whose wbdows, looking o'er the bay, 

Gave to the sea-breeze, damp and cold. 
An easy entrance, night and day. 

Not far away we saw the port, — 

The strange, old-fashioned, silent town, — 
The light-house, -^ the dismantled fort, -— 

The wooden houses, quaint and brown. 
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We sat and talked until the night, 
Descending, 6Iled the little room ; 

Oar £ices faded from the sight, 
Oar voices only broke the gloom. 

We spake of many a vanished scene, 
Of what we once had thought and said, 

Of what had been, and might have been. 
And who was changed, and who was dead ; 

And all that fiOs the hearts of friends. 
When 6rst they feel, with secret pain. 

Their lives thenceforth have separate ends. 
And never can be on^ again ; 

The first slight swerving of the heart. 
That words are powerless to express, 

And leave it still unsaid in part. 
Or say it in too great excess. 
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The yeiy tones in which we spake 
Had something strange, I could but mark ; 

The leaves of memory seemed to make 
A mournful rustling in the dark. 

Oft died the words upon our lips, 

As suddenly, from out the fire 
Built of the wreck of stranded ships. 

The flames would leap and then expire. 

And, as their splendor flashed and failed. 
We thought of wrecks upon the main, — 

Of ships dismasted, that were hailed 
And sent no answer back again. 

The windows, rattling in their frames, — 
The ocean, roaring up the beach, — 

The gusty blast, — the bickering flames, — 
All mingled vaguely in our speech ; 
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Until they made themselves a part 
Of fancies floating through the brain, - 

The long-lost ventures of the heart, 
That send no answers back again. 

O flames that glowed ! O hearts that yearni 
They were indeed too much akin, 

The drift-wood fire without that burned, 
The thoughts that burned and glowed with. 



BY THE FIRESIDE. 
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RESIGNATION, 



There is no flock, however watched and tended, 

But one dead lamb is there ! 
There is no fireside, howsoever defended, 

But has one vacant chair ! 

The air is full of farewells to the dying. 

And mournings for the dead ; 
The heart of Rache), for her children crying. 

Will not be comforted: ! 

23 
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But a fair maiden, in her Father's mansion, 

Clothed with celestial grace ; 
And beautiful with all the soul's expansion 

Shall we behold her face. 

And though at times impetuous with emotion 

And anguish long suppressed, 
The swelling heart heaves moami^ like the oceaD] 

That cannot be at rest, — 

We will be patient, and assuage the feeling 

We may not wholly stay ; 
By silence sanctifying, not concealing. 

The grief that must have way. 
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THE BUILDERS. 



All are architects of Fate, 

Workmg in these walls of Time ; 

Some with massive deeds and great, 
Some with ornaments of rhyme. 

Nothing useless is, or low ; 

Each thing in its place is best ; 
And what seems but idle show 

Strengthens and supports the rest. 
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For the structure that we raise, 
Time b with materials 6Qed ; 

Our to-dajs and yesterdays 

Are the blocks with which we build. 

Truly shape and fashion these ; 

Leave no yawning gaps between ; 
Think not, because no man sees. 

Such things will remain unseen. 

In the elder days of Art, 

Buflders wrought with greatest care 
Each minute and unseen part ; 

For the Gods see everywhere. 

Let us do our work as well, 
Both the unseen and the seen ; 

Make the house, where Gods may dwell, 
Beautiful, entire, and clean. 
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Ulse our lives are incomplete. 
Standing in these wafls of Hme, 

Broken stairways, where the feet 
Stumble as they seek to climb. 

Build to-day, then, strong and sure, 

With a firm and ample base ; 
And ascending and secure 

Shall to-morrow find its place. 

Thus alone can we attain 
To those turrets, where the eye 

Sees the world as one vast plain. 
And one boundless reach of sky. 
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SAND OF THE DESERT IN AN HOUB^ 

GLASS. 



A HA5DPUL of red sand, from the hot dime 

or Arab deserts brought, 
Witlun thb dass becomes die spy of Time, 

The minister of Thoi^t* 

How manr weanr centuries has it been 

About those deserts blown ! 
How manv stranee ricissitudes has seen. 

How manv histories known ! 
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^rfaaps the cameb of the Ishmaefite 

Trampled and passed it o'er, 
lien into Egypt from the patriarch's si^t 

His favorite son they bore. 

trbaps the feet of Moses, burnt and bare. 
Crushed it beneath their tread ; 
Pharaoh's flashing wheels into the air 
Scattered it as they sped ; 

' Mary, with the Christ of Nazareth 

Held close in her caress, 
liose pilgrimage of hope and love and faith 

Illumed the wilderness ; 

* anchorites beneath Engaddi's palms 

Pacing the Red Sea beach, 
ad singing slow their old Annenian psalms 

In half-articulate speech ; 
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Or caravans, that from Bassora's gate 

With westward steps depart ; 
Or Mecca's pilgrims, confident of Fate, 

And resolute in heart ! 

These have passed over it, or may have passed 

Now in this crystal tower 
Imprisoned by some cunous hand at last. 

It counts the passing hour. 

And as I gaze, these narrow walls expand ;— 

Before my dreamy eye 
Stretches the desert with its shifting sand. 

Its unimpeded sky. 

And borne aloft by the sustaining blast. 

This little golden thread 
Dilates into a column high and vast, 

A form of fear and dread. 



I 
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ad onward, and across the setUng sun. 

Across the boundless plain, 
be column and its broader shadow run, 

Till thought pursues in vain. 

16 vision vanishes ! These walls again 

Shut out the lurid sun, 
lut out the hot, immeasurable plain ; 

The half-hour's sand is run ! 



BIRDS OP PASSAGE. 



Black ^adovs &I1 
F?X3 die EadeiK tall, 
Tbtc Ec aloft dieir massire wall 
Aps&t the soutbeni skj; 

Aad &X3 tbe realms 
Ol die sJaJowT dms 
A Cvie-Iie darkness overwhelms 
Tbe Delsis tint round us Ee. 
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But the night is fair, 
And everjrwhere 
A wann, soft, vapor filb the air, 
And distant sounds seem near ; 

And above, in the light 
Of the star-lit night. 
Swift birds of passage wing their flight 
Through the dewy atmosphere. 

I hear the beat 
Of their pinions fleet, 
As from the land of snow and sleet 
They seek a southern lea. 

1 hear the crjr 
Of their voices high 
Falling dreamily through the skj, 
But their forms I cannot see. 
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O, say not so ! 
Those sounds that flow 
In murmurs of delight and woe 
Come not from wings of birds. 

They are the throngs 
Of the poet's songs, 

Murmurs of pleasures, and pains, and wrongs, 
The sound of winged words. 

This is the cry 
Of souls, that high 
On toiling, beatbg pinions, fly, 
Seeking a warmer clime. 

From their distant fli^t 
Through realms of light 
It falls bto our world of m'ght. 

With the murmuring sound of rhyme. 
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THE OPEN WINDOW. 



The old house by the lindens 
Stood silent m the shade, 

And on the gravelled pathway 
The light and shadow played. 

I saw the nursery windows 
Wide open to the air ; 

But the faces of the children, 
They were no longer there. 
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The hrge Newfoundland house-dog 
Was standing by the door ; 

He looked for his little playmates, 
Who would return no more. 

They walked not under the lindens, 
Thej played not m the hall ; 

But shadow, and silence, and sadness 
Were han^ng over all. 

The birds sang in the branches. 
With sweet, familiar tone ; 

But the voices of the children 
Will be heard in dreams alone ! 

And the boy that walked beside me, 
He could not understand 

Why closer in mine, ah ! closer, 
I pressed his warm, soft hand ! 
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KING WTTLAF'S DRINKING-HORN. 






WiTLAF, a king of the Saxons, 
Ere yet his last he breathed, 

To the merry monks of Croyland 
His drinking-horn bequeathed, — 

That, whenever they sat at their revels. 
And drank from the golden bowl, 

They might remember the donor, 
And breathe a prayer for his soul. 

24 
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So sat thej once at Christmas, 
And bade the goblet pass ; 

In tbeir beards the red wine listened 
Like dew-drops in the grass. 

They drank to the soul of Withf, 
They drank to Christ the Lord, 

And to each of the Twdre Apostles^ 
Who bad preached his holy word. 

They drank to the Saints and Martyrs 
Of the (&mal da3rs of yore, 

And as soon as the horn was empty 
They remembered one Saint more. 

And the reader droned from the pulpit. 
Like die murmur of many bees, 

The legend of good Saint Guthiac, 
And Saint BasiPs homilies ; 
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Till the great bells of the consent, 

From their prison in the tower, 
Guthlac and Bartholomsus, 

Proclaimed the midnight hour. 

And the Yule-log cracked m the chimney, 

And the Abbot bowed his head, 
And the flamelets flapped and flickered, 

But the Abbot was stark and dead. 

Yet still in Ins pallid fingers 

He clutched the golden bowl. 
In which, like a pearl dissolymg. 

Had sunk and dissolved hb soul. 

But not for dns their revels 

The jovial monks forbore. 
For they cried, <' Fill high the goblet ! 

We must drink to one Saint more ! '' 
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GASPAR BECESRA. 



Br his evening fire the artist 
Pondered o'er his secret shame ; 

Baffled, weary, and disheartened, 
Still he musedi and dreamed of fame. 

'T was an image of the Vir^ 
That had tasked his utmost skill ; 

But alas ! his fair ideal 

Vanished and escaped him still. 
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From a distant Eastern island 

Had the precious wood been brought ; 
Day and night the anxious master 

At his toil untiring wrought ; 

Till, discouraged and despondmg, 

Sat he now in shadows deep. 
And the day's humiliation 

Found oblivion in sleep. 

Then a voice cried, ^^ Rise, O master ! 

From the bummg brand of oak 
Shape the thought that stirs within thee ! " 

And the startled artbt woke, — - 

Woke, and from the smoking embers 
Seized and quenched the glowing wood ; 

And therefrom he carved an image, 
And he saw that it was good. 
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O thou sculptor, painter, poet ! 

Take thb lesson to thy heart : 
That is best which lieth nearest ; 

Shape from that thy work of art. 
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PEGASUS IN POUND. 



OxcE into a quiet village, 

Without haste and without heed, 

In the golden prime of morning, 
Strayed the poet's wmged steed. 

It was Autumn, and incessant 

Piped the quails from shocks and sheaves. 
And, like living coals, the apples 

Burned among the withering leaves. 
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Loud the clamorous bell was ringing 
From its belfry gaunt and grim ; 

'T was the daily call to labor, 
Not a triumph meant for hun. 

Not the less he saw the landscape, 

In its gleaming vapor veiled ; 
Not the less he breathed the odors 

» 

That the dying leaves exhaled. 

Thus, upon the village conmion, 
By the school-boys he was found ; 

And the wise men, in their wisdom, 
Put him straightway into pound. 

Then the sombre village crier, 
Ringing loud his brazen bell. 

Wandered down the street proclaiming 
There was an estray to sell. 
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And the curious country people, 
Rich and poor, and young and old. 

Came in haste to see this wondrous 
Winged steed, with mane of gold. 

Thus the day passed, and the evening 
Fell, with vapors cold and dim ; 

But it brought no food nor shelter, 
Brought no straw nor stall, for him. 

Patiently, and still expectant. 

Looked he through the wooden bars. 

Saw the moon rise o'er the landscape. 
Saw the tranquil, patient stars ; 

Till at length the bell at midnight 

Sounded from its dark abode, 
And, from out a neighbouring farm-yard, 

Loud the cock Alectryon crowed. 
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I, with nostrils wide distended, 
BreBking (rom hb iron chain, 
And unfolding far hb pinions, 
To those stars he soared again. 

On the morrow, when the village 
Woke to all its toil and care, 

Lo ! the strai^ steed had departed, 
And they knew not when nor where. 

But they found, upon the greensward 
Where tus stni^ing hoofs had trod. 

Pure and bright, a fountain flowing 
From the hoof-marks in the sod. 

From that hour, the fount unfailing 
Ghddeos the whole r^on round, 

Strenstheninc aD who drink its waters, 
While it soothes them with its sound. 
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TEGN^R'S DRAPA. 



I HEARD a voice, that cried, 
<' Balder the Beaudful 
Is dead, b dead ! " 
And through the mistj air 
Passed like the mournful cry 
Of sunward sailing cranes. 
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I saw the pallid corpse 

Of the dead sun 

Borne through the Northern sky. 

Blasts from NiSelheim 

Lifted the sheeted mists 

Around him as he passed. 

And the voice for ever cried, 
" Balder the Beautiful 
Is dead, is dead ! " 
And died away 
Through the dreary night. 
In accents of despair. 

Balder the Beautiful, 
God of the summer sun. 
Fairest of all the Gods ! ^ 

Light from his forehead beamed, 
Runes were upon his tongue, 
As on the warrior's sword. 
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All things in earth and air 
Bound were hj magic spell 
Never to do him harm ; 
Even the plants and stones ; 
All save the mistletoe, 
The sacred mistletoe I 

Hoeder, the blind old God, 
Whose feet are shod with silence, 
Pierced through that gentle breast 
With his sharp spear, hj fraud 
Made of the mistletoe. 
The accursed mistletoe ! 

They laid him in his ship, 
With horse and harness. 
As on a funeral pyre. 
Odin placed 
A ring upon his finger, 
And whispered m his ear. 
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They launched the burning ship ! 

It floated far away 

Over the misty sea, 

Till like the sun it seemed, 

Sinking beneath the waves. 

Balder returned no more ! 

* 
So perish the old Gods ! 

But out of the sea of Time 

Rises a new land of song, 

Fairer than the old. 

Over its meadows green 

Walk the young bards and sing. 

Build it again, 

O ye bards. 

Fairer than before ! 

Ye fathers of the new race, 

Feed upon morning dew, 

Sing the new Song of Love ! 
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The law of force is dead ! 
The law of love prevails ! 
Thor, the thunderer, 
Shall rule the earth no more, 
No more, with threats. 
Challenge the meek Christ. 

Sing no more, 
O ye bards of the North, 
Of Vikings and of Jarls ! 
Of the days of Eld 
Preserve the freedom only. 
Not the deeds of blood ! 
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SONNET 

OR MRS. KXIIBLB*8 &XADIN08 FROM 8HAK8PXARX. 

O PRECIOUS evenings ! all too swiftly sped ! 

Leaving us heirs to amplest heritages 

Of all the best thoughts of the greatest sages, 

And givmg tongues unto the silent dead ! 

How our hearts glowed and trembled as she read, 

Interpreting by tones the wondrous pages 

Of the great poet who foreruns the ages, 

Anticipating all that shall be said ! 



SONNET. 
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happ7 Reader ! having for thy text 

le magic book, whose Sibylline leaves have 

caught 
le rarest essence of all human thought ! 
Iiappy Poet ! by no critic vext ! 
»w must thy listening spirit now rejoice 
I be interpreted by such a voice I 
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THE SINGERS. 



God sent his Singers upon earth 
With songs of sadness and of mirth, 
That they might touch the hearts of men, 
And bring them back to heaven again. 

The first, a youth, with soul of fire. 
Held in his hand a golden lyre ; 
Through groves he wandered, and by streams, 
Playing the music of our dreams. 
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The second, with a bearded face, 
Stood singing in the market-place, 
And stirred with accents deep and loud 
The hearts of all the listemng crowd. 

A gray, old man, the third and last, 
Sang in cathedrals dim and vast. 
While the majestic organ rolled 
Contrition from its mouths of gold. 

And those who heard the Singers three 
Disputed which the best might be ; 
For still their music seemed to start 
Discordant echoes in each heart. 

But the great Master said, ^^ I see 

No best in kind, but in degree ; 

I gave a various gift to each. 

To charm, to strengthen, and to teach. 
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" These are the three great chords of might, 
And he whose ear is tuned aright 
Win hear no discord in the three, 
But the most perfect harmony." 
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SUSPIRIA. 



Take than, O Death ! and bear away 
Whaterer thou canst call thine own ! 

Thine image, stamped upon this claj, 
Doth ^ve thee that, but that alone ! 

Take them, O Grave ! and let them lie 
Folded upon thy narrow shelres, 

As garments by the soul laid by, 
And precious only to ourselves ! 
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Take them, O great Eternity ! 

Our little life is but a gust, 
That bends the branches of thy tree, 

And trails its blossoms in the dust ! 
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HYMN 



FOR MT BROTHXb's ORDINATIOIT. 



1ST to the young man said : '^ Yet one thing 

more ; 
thou wouldst perfect be, 
all thou hast and give it to the poor^ 
nd come and follow me ! " 

lin this temple Christ again, unseen, 
hose sacred words hath said, 
his invisible hands to-day have been 
aid on a young man's head. 
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And evermore beside him on his way 
The unseen Christ shall move, 

That he may lean upon his arm and say, 
" Dost thou, dear Lord, approve ? " 

Beside him at the marriage feast shall be. 
To make the scene more fair; 

Beside him in the dark Gethsemane 
Of pain and midnight prayer. 

O holy trust ! O endless sense of rest ! 

Like the beloved John 
To lay his head upon the Saviour's breast, 

And thus to journey on ! 



J^D GIRL OF CASTEL-CUILLK 



FHOM THB GASCON OV JASMIN. 



Oin.T Um Lowland tongae of Scotland might 
Rebeane this little tragedy aright; 
Let me attempt it with an English quill ; 
And take, O Reader, for the deed the will. 
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THE BLIND GIRL OF CASTfeL-CUILLfc. 



FROM THE OASCOK OF JASMIF. 



I. 



At the foot of the mountam height 
Where is perched Castel-Cuille, 

lien the apple, the plum, and the almond tree 
In the plain below were growing white, 
This is the song one might perceive 

1 a Wednesday mom of Saint Joseph^s Eve : 
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'' The roads should hlossom, the roads should 

bloom, 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 
Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay, 
So fair a bride shall pass to-day ! " 

This old Te Deum, rustic rites attending. 
Seemed from the clouds descending ; 
When lo ! a merry company 
Of rosy village girls, clean as the eye, 

Each one with her attendant swain. 
Came to the cliff, all singing the same strain ; 
Resembling there, so near unto the sky, 
Rejoicmg angels, that kind Heaven has s^t 
For their delight and our encouragement. 
Together blending, 
And soon descending 
The narrow sweep 
Of the bill-side steep, 
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They wind aslant 
Towards Saint Amant, 
Through leafy alleys 
Of verdurous valleys 
With merry sallies 
Sin^g their chant : 

'' The roads should blossom, the roads should 

bloom, 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 
Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay, 
So iair a bride shall pass to-day ! '' 

It b Bapdste, and his affianced maiden, 
With garlands for the bridal hdeo f 



The sky was Une ; witbcMit ooe ckud of j^x/ra. 
The sum of March was cfaioiog brii^icJy, 
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And to the air the freshening wind gave lightly 
Its breathings of perfume. 

When one beholds the dusky hedges blossom, 
A rustic bridal, ah ! how sweet it b ! 

To sounds of joyous melodies, 
That touch with tenderness the trembling bosom, 
A band of maidens 
Gayly frolicking, 
A band of ytdungsten 
Wildly roDieking ! 
Kissing, 
Caressing, 
With fingers pressmg, 

Till in the veriest 
Madness of mirth, as they dance, 
They retreat and advance. 

Trying whose langh shall be loudest 
and merriest ; 
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While the bride, with roguish eyes, 
Sporting with them, now escapes and cries : 
" Those who catch me 
Married verily 
This year shall be ! " 

And all pursue with eager haste. 
And all attain what they pursue, 
Lnd touch her pretty apron fresh and new, 
And the linen kirtle round her waist. 

Meanwhile, whence comes it that among 
These youthful maidens fresh and fair, 
So joyous, with such laughing air, 
Baptiste stands sibling, with silent tongue ? 
And yet the bride is fair and young ! 
3 it Saint Joseph would say to us all, 
i'hat love, o'^-hasty, precedeth a fall ? 
O, no ! for a maid^a frail, I trow. 
Never bore so lofiy a brow ! 
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What lovers ! they give not a single caress ! 
To see them so careless and cold to-day, 

These are grand people, one would say* 
What ails Baptiste ? what grief doth him oppress 

It is, that, half way up the hill, 
In yon cottage, by whose walls 
Stand the cart-house and the stalls, 
Dwelleth the blind orphan still. 
Daughter of a veteran old ; 
And you must know, one year ago. 
That Margaret, the young and tender. 
Was the village pride and splendor. 
And Baptiste her lover bold. 
Love, the deceiver, them ensnared ; 
For them the altar was prepared ; 
But alas ! the summer's blight. 
The dread disease that none can stay. 
The pestilence that walks by night, 
Took the young bride's sight away. 
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VU at the father^s stem command was changed ; 
Their peace was gone, but not their love estranged. 
Wearied at home, ere long the lover fled ; 

Returned but three short days ago, 

The golden chain they round him throw, 

He is enticed, and onward led 

To marry Angela, and yet 

Is thinking ever of Margaret. 

Then suddenly a maiden cried, 
'' Anna, Theresa, Mary, Kate ! 
lere comes the cripple Jane ! " And by a foun- 
tain's side 
A woman, bent and gray with years. 
Under the mulberry-trees appears. 
And all towards her run, as fleet 
As had they wings upon their feet. 

It is that Jane, the cripple Jane, 
Is a soothsayer, wary and kind. 

26 
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She telleth fortunes, and none complain. 
She promises one a village swain, 
Another a happy wedding-day, 
And the bride a lovely boy straightway. 
All comes to pass as she avers ; 
She never deceives, she never errs. 

But for this once the village seer 
Wears a countenance severe. 
And from beneath her eyebrows thin and white 
Her two eyes flash like cannons bright 
Aimed at the bridegroom in waistcoat blue. 
Who, like a statue, stands in view ; 
Changing color, as well he might, 
When the beldame wrinkled and gray 
Takes the young bride by the hand. 
And, with the tip of her reedy wand 
Making the sign of the cross, doth say : — 
*' Thoughtless Angela, beware ! 
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Lest, when thou weddest this false bridegroom, 
Thou diggest for thyself a tomb ! " 
And she was silent ; and the maidens fair 
Saw from each eye escape a swollen tear ; 
But on a little streamlet silver-clear, 

What are two drops of turbid rain ? 
Saddened a moment, the bridal train 
Resumed the dance and song again ; 
The bridegroom only was pale with fear ; — 
And down green alleys 
Of verdurous valleys, 
With merry sallies, 
They sang the refrain : — 

'^ The roads should blossom, the roads should 

bloom, 
So fair a bride shall leave her home ! 
Should blossom and bloom with garlands gay, 
So fair a bride shall pass to-day ! " 
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And by suffering worn and weary, 
But beautiful as some fair angel yet, 
Thus lamented Margaret, 
In her cottage lone and dreary : — 

" He has arrived ! arrived at last! 
Yet Jane has named him not these three days past ; 

Arrived ! yet keeps aloof so far ! 
And knows that of my night he is the star ! 
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Knows that long months I wait alone, benighted, 
And count the moments since he went away ! 
Come ! keep the promise of that happier day, 
That I may keep the faith to thee I plighted ! 
What joy have I without thee ? what delight ? 
Grrief wastes my life, and makes it misery ; 
Day for the others ever, but for me 

For ever night ! for ever night ! 
Wlien he is gone 't is dark ! my soul is sad ! 
[ suffer ! O my God ! come, make me glad. 
When he is near, no thoughts of day mtrude ; 
Day has blue heavens, but Baptiste has blue eyes ! 
Within them shines for me a heaven of love, 
^ heaven all happiness, like that above, 

No more of grief ! no more of lassitude ! 
Barth I forget, — and heaven, and all distresses. 
When seated by my side my hand he presses ; 

But when alone, remember all ! 
Where is Baptiste ? he hears not when I call ! 
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A branch of ivy, dying on the ground, 
I need some bough to twine around ! 

In pity come ! be to my suffering kind ! 

True love, they say, in grief doth more abound ! 
What then — when one is blind ? 

" Who knows ? perhaps I am forsaken ! 
Ah ! woe is me ! then bear me to my grave ! 

O God ! what thoughts within me waken ! 
Away ! he will return ! I do but rave ! 

He will return ! I need not fear ! 

He swore it by our Saviour dear ; 

He could not come at his own will ; 

Is weary, or perhaps is ill ! 

Perhaps his heart, in this disguise, 

Prepares for me some sweet surprise ! 
But some one comes ! Though blind, my heart 

can see ! 
And that deceives me not ! 't is he ! 't is he ! " 
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And the door ajar is set, 

And poor, confiding Margaret 
Rises, with outstretched arms, but sightless eyes ; 
'T is only Paul, her brother, who thus cries : — 

*' Angela the bride has passed ! 
I saw the wedding guests go by ; 
Tell me, my sister, why were we not asked ? 
For all are there but you and I ! " 

'^ Angela married ! and not send 

To tell her secret unto me ! 

O, speak ! who may the bridegroom be ? " 

*' My sister, 't is Baptiste, thy friend ! " 

A cry the blind girl gave, but nothing said ; 

A milky whiteness spreads upon her cheeks ; 
An icy hand, as heavy as lead, 
Descending, as her brother speaks, 
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Upon her heart, that has ceased to beat, 
Suspends awhile its life and heat. 
She stands beside the boy, now sore distressed, 
A wax Madonna as a peasant dressed. 

At length, the bridal song again 
Brings her back to her sorrow and pain. 

** Hark ! the joyous airs are ringing ! 
Sister, dost thou hear them smging f 
How merrily they laugh and jest ! 
Would we were bidden with the rest ! 
I would don my hose of homespun gray, 
And my doublet of linen striped and gay ; 
Perhaps they will come ; for they do not wed 
Till to-morrow at seven o'clock, it is said ! " 
'' I know it ! " answered Margaret ; 
Whom the vision, with aspect black as jet. 



THE BLIND GIRL OF CAST^L-CUILLk. 409 

Mastered again ; and its hand of ice 
Held her heart crushed, as in a vice ! 

" Paul, be not sad ! 'T is a holiday ; 
To-morrow put on thy doublet gay ! 
But leave me now for a while alone." 
Away, with a hop and a jump, went Paul, 
And, as he whistled along the hall, 
Entered Jane, the crippled crone. 

" Holy Virgin ! what dreadful heat ! 
I am faint, and weary, and out of breath ! 
But thou art cold, — art chill as death ; 
My little friend ! what ails thee, sweet ? " 
' Nothing ! I heard them singing home the bride ; 
And, as I listened to the song, 
I thought my turn would come ere long. 
Thou knowest it is at Whitsuntide. 
Thy cards forsooth can never lie, 
To me such joy they prophesy, 
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Thy skill shall be vaunted far and wide 
When they behold him at my side. 
And poor Baptiste, what sayest thou ? 
It must seem long to him ; — methinks I see him 
DOW ! " 
Jane, shuddering, her hand doth press : 
" Thy love I cannot all approve ; 
We must not trust too much to happiness ; — 
Go, pray to God, that thou mayst love him less ! " 

" The more I pray, the more I love ! 
It b DO sin, for God is on my side ! '' 
It was enough ; and Jane no more replied. 

Now to all hope her heart is barred and cold ; 
But to deceive the beldame old 
She takes a sweet, contented air ; 
Speak of foul weather or of fair. 
At every word the maiden smiles ! 
Thus the beguiler she beguiles ; 
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So that, departbg at the evemng's close, 

She says, ^^ She may be saved ! she nothing 
knows ! " 

Poor Jane, the cunning sorceress ! 
Now that thou wouldst, thou art no prophetess ! 
This morning, in the fulness of thy heart. 

Thou wast so, far beyond thine art ! 
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Now rings the bell, nine times reverberating, 
And the white daybreak, stealing up the sky, 
Sees in two cottages two maidens waiting. 
How differently ! 

Queen of a day, by flatterers caressed. 

The one puts on her cross and crown. 
Decks with a huge bouquet her breast, 
And flaunting, fluttering up and down. 
Looks at herself, and cannot rest. 



THE BLIND GIRL OF CASTEL-CTTILLE. 413 

The Other, blind, within her little room, 

Has neither crown nor flower's perfume ; 
But in their stead for something gropes apart, 

That in a drawer's recess doth lie. 
And, 'neath her bodice of bright scarlet dye. 

Convulsive clasps it to her heart. 

The one, fantastic, light as air, 

'Mid kisses ringing. 

And joyous siifging. 
Forgets to say her morning prayer ! 

The other, with cold drops upon her brow. 

Joins her two hands, and kneels upon the floor, 
And whispers, as her brother opes the door, 
" O God ! forgive me now ! " 

And then the orphan, young and blmd, 
Conducted by her brother's hand, 
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Towards the church, through paths unscanned, 

With tranquil air, her way doth wind. 
Odors of laurel, making her faint and pale, 

Round her at times exhale, 
And in the sky as yet no sunny ray, 

But brumal vapors gray. 

Near that castle, fair to see. 
Crowded with sculptures old, in every part, 

Marvels of nature and of art. 

And proud of its name of high degree, 

A little chapel, almost bare 

At the base of the rock, is builded there ; 

All glorious that it lifts aloof, 

Above each jealous cottage roof. 
Its sacred summit, swept by autumn gales. 

And its blackened steeple high in air. 

Round which the osprey screams and sails. 
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** Paul, lay thy noisy ratde by ! " 
Thus Margaret said. " Where are we ? we as- 
cend ! " 

" Yes ; seest thou not our journey's end ? 
Hearest not the osprey from the belfry cry ? 
The hideous bird, that brings ill luck, we know ! 
Dost thou remember when our father said, 

The night we watched beside his bed, 

* O daughter, I am weak and low ; 
Take care of Paul ; I feel that I am dying ! ' 
And thou, and he, and I, all fell to crying ? 
Then on the roof the osprey screamed aloud ; 
And here they brought our father in his shroud. 
There is his grave ; there stands the cross we set ; 
Why dost thou clasp me so, dear Margaret } 

Come in ! The bride will be here soon : 
Thou tremblest ! O my God ! thou art going to 
swoon ! " 
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She could no more, — the blind girl, weak and 

weary ! 
A voice seemed crying from that grave so dreary, 
" What wouldst thou do, my daughter ? " — and 
she started ; 
And quick recoiled, aghast, faint-hearted ; 
But Paul, impatient, urges ever more 

Her steps towards the open door ; 
And when, beneath her feet, the unhappy maid 
Crushes the laurel near the house immortal, 
And with her head, as Paul talks on again. 
Touches the crown of filigrane 
Suspended from the low-arched portal, 
No more restrained, no more afraid. 
She walks, as for a feast arrayed, 
And in the ancient chapel's sombre night 
They both are lost to sight. 

At length the bell. 
With booming sound, 
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Sends forth, resoundmg round, 
> hymeneal peal o'er rock and down the dell. 
It Is broad day, with sunshine and with rain ; 
And yet the guests delay not long, 
For soon arrives the bridal train, 
And with it brings the village throng. 

sooth, deceit maketh no mortal gay, 
T lo ! Baptiste on this triumphant day, 
ite as an idiot, sad as yester-moming, 
links only of the beldame's words of warning. 

id Angela thinks of her cross, I wis ; 

» be a bride is all ! The pretty llsper 

els her heart swell to hear all round her whisper, 

3ow beautiful ! how beautiful she Is ! " 

But she must calm that giddy head. 
For already the Mass Is said ; 

27 
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At the holy table stands the priest ; 
The wedding ring is blessed ; Baptiste receives it; 
Ere on the finger of the bride he leaves it, 

He must pronounce one word at least ! 
'T is spoken ; and sudden at the groomsman's side 
*' 'T is he ! " a well-known voice has cried. 
And while the wedding guests all hold their breath, 
Opes the confessional, and the blind girl, see ! 
" Baptiste," she said, " since thou hast wished my 

deatli. 
As holy water be my blood for thee ! " 
And calmly in the air a knife suspended ! 
Doubtless her guardian angel near attended. 

For anguish did its work so well, 

That, ere the fatal stroke descended. 
Lifeless she fell ! 

At eve, instead of bridal verse. 
The De Profundis filled the air ; 
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Decked with flowers a simple hearse 
To the church-yard forth they bear ; 
Village ^rls in robes of snow 
Follow, weeping as they go ; 
Nowhere was a smile that day, 
3, ah no ! for each one seemed to say : — 

The roads should mourn and be veiled in gloom, 
3 fair a corpse shall leave its home ! 
bould mourn and should weep, ah, well-away ! 
D fair a corpse shall pass to-day ! " 
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rWLOm THX VOU ■OURGCIGNOIT DE GUI BAKOZAI 

I HEAR alons: our street 
Pass the minstrel throngs ; 
Hark ! they play so sweet, 
On their hautboys, Christmas songs ! 
Let us bv the fire 

m 

Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire ! 
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In December ring 
Every day the chimes ; 
Loud the gleemen sing 
1 the streets their merry rhymes. 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 
ing them till the night expire. 

Shepherds at the grange, 
Where the Babe was bom, 
Sang, with many a change, 
hristmas carols until mom. 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 
ing tliem till the night expire ! 

These good people sang 
Songs devout and sweet ; 
While the rafters rang, 
here they stood with freezing fee** 
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Let US by the fire 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire. 

Nuns in frigid cells 
At this holy tide, 
For want of something else, 
Christmas songs at times have tried. 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire ! 

Washerwomen old, 
To the sound they beat, 
Sing by rivers cold. 
With uncovered heads and feet. 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 
Sing them till the night expire. 
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Who by the fireside stands 
Stamps his feet and sings ; 
But he who blows his hands 
fot so gay a carol brings. 
Let us by the fire 
Ever higher 
ling them till the night expire ! 
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NOTES. 



^ Page 9. All the Foresters of Flanders. 
The title of Foresters was given to the early gov- 
mors of Flanders, appointed by the kings of France, 
yderick du Bucq, in the days of Clotaire the Second, 
^ the first of them ; and Beaudoin Bras-de-Fer, who 
i>le away the fair Judith, daughter of Charles the Bald, 
^m the French court, and married her in Bruges, was 
e last. After him, the title of Forester was changed to 
at of Count. Philippe d' Alsace, Guy de Dampierre, 
id Louis de Cr^cy, coming later in the order of time, 
ere therefore rather Counts than Foresters. Philippe 
ent twice to the Holy Land as a Crusader, and died of 
e plague at St, Jean-d'Acre, shortly after the capture of 
e city by the Christians. Guy de Dampierre died in the 
*ison of Compi^gne. Louis de Cr^cy was son and suc- 
^88or of Robert de Bethune, who strangled his wife, 
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Tolande de Bourgogne, with the hridle of his horse, for 
haring poisoned, at the age of eleven years, Charles, his 
80Q hy his first wife, Blanche d*Anjoa. 

/^Fmge 9. Stately dames, like queens attended. 

When Philippe-le-Bel, king of France, visited Flanden 
with his queen, she was so astonished at the magnificence 
of the dames of Bruges, that she exclaimed, — '< Je croyais 
etre seule reine ici, mais il parait que ceux de Flandre 
qui se trouvent dans nos prisons sont tons des princes, car 
leurs femmes sont hahill^es comme des princesses et des 
reines." 

When the burgomasters of Ghent, Bruges, and Tpres 
went to Paris to pay homage to King John, in 1351, they 
were received with great pomp and distinction ; but, being 
invited to a festival, they observed that their seats at table 
were not furnished with cushions ; whereupon, to make 
known their displeasure at this want of regard to their dig- 
nity, they folded their richly embroidered cloaks and seated 
themselves upon them. On rising from table, they left 
their cloaks behind them, and, being informed of their ap- 
parent forgetfulnesS; Simon van Eertrycke, burgomaster 
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of Bruges, replied, — ** We Flemings are not in the habit 
of carrying away oar cushions after dinner." 

/^yPage 9. Knights who bore the Fleece of Gold, 

Philippe de Bourgogne, sumamed Le Bon, espoused 
Isabella of Portugal, on the 10th of January, 1430 ; and 
on the same day instituted the famous order of the Fleece 
of Gold. 

//^ Page 9. / heheld the gentle Mary, 

Marie de Yalois, Duchess of Burgundy, was left by 
the death of her father, Charles-le-T6m^raire, at the age 
of twenty, the richest heiress of Europe. She came to 
Bruges, as Countess of Flanders, in 1477, and in the same 
year was married by proxy to the Archduke Maximilian. 
According to the custom of the time, the Duke of Bavaria, 
Maximilian's substitute, slept with the princess. They 
were both in complete dress, separated by a naked sword, 
and attended by four armed guards. Marie was adored 
by her subjects for her gentleness and her many other 
yirtues. 

Maximilian was son of the Emperor Frederick the Third, 
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aad is the same person mentioned afterwards in the poem 
of Xuirmbrrg as the Kaiser Maximilian, and the hero of 
Pfinzing's poem of Thierdank, Having been imprisoned 
bj the rerolted burghers of Bruges, they refused to release 
till be ooosented to kneel in the public square, and to 
oo the Holy Evangelists and the body of Saint Don&* 
tns, that he would not take vengeance upon them for their 
rebellioo. 

; ^ Page 9. The bloody battle of the Spurs of Gold. 
This battle, the most memorable in Flemish history, was 
fought under the walls of Courtray, on the 11th of Jnlji 
1902, between the French and the Flemings, the former 
cominanded by Robert, Comte d^Artois, and the latter by 
Guillaume de Juliers, and Jean, Comte de Namur. llis 
French army was completely routed, with a loss of twenty 
thousand in£intry and seven thousand cavalry; among 
whom were sixty-three princes, dukes, and counts, seveD 
hoDdred lords-banneret, and eleven hundred noblemeo. 
Tlie flower of the French nobility perished on that day; 
to which history has given the name of the Joumie des 
ijfinms if Ofy from the great number of golden spurs : 
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on the field of battle. Seven hundred of them were hung 
up as a trophy in the church of Notre Dame de Courtray ; 
and, as the cavaliers of that day wore but a single spur 
each, these vouched to God for the violent and bloody death 
of seven hundred of his creatures. 

S Page 9. Saw the fight at Mtnnevmter, 

When the inhabitants of Bruges were digging a canal 
at Minnewater, to bring the waters of the Lys from Deynze 
to their city, they were attacked and routed by the citizens 
of Ghent, whose commerce would have been much injured 
by the canal. They were led by Jean Lyons, captain of a 
military company at Ghent, called the Chaperons Blancs. 
He had great sway over the turbulent populace, who, in 
those prosperous times of the city, gained an easy liveli- 
hood by laboring two or three days in the week, and had 
the remaining four or five to devote to public affairs. The 
fiight at Minnewater was followed by open rebellion against 
Louis de Maele, the Count of Flanders and Protector of 
Bruges. His superb chateau of Wondelghem was pillaged 
and burnt ; and the insurgents foreed the gates of Bruges, 
and entered in triumph, with Lyons mounted at their head. 
A few days afterwards he died suddenly, perhaps by poison. 
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Meanwhile the insorgents received a check at the vil- 
lage of NcT^le ; and two hundred of them perished in the 
dinrdi, which was bomed by the Coont^s orders. One of 
the chiefe, Jean de Lannoy, took refuge in the bel£ry. 
From the sununit of the tower he held forth his purse fill- 
ed with gold, and begged for deliverance. It was in vain. 
His enemies cried to him from below to save himself as best 
he might ; and, half 8uffi)cated with smoke and flame, he 
threw himself firom the tower and perished at their feet 
Peace was soon afterwards established, and the Count le- 
tired to £uthful Bruges. 

Page 9. The Golden Dragon's nest. 

The Golden Dragon, taken firom the church of St. So- 
phia, at Constantinople, in one of the Crusades, and placed 
on the belfry of Bruges, was afterwards transported to 
Ghent by Philip van Artevelde, and still adorns the belfry 
of that city. 

The inscription on the alarm-bell at Ghent is, "Afynen 
naem is Boland; als ik klep is er brand, and als ik hiy is er 
vidorie m het land.'' My name is Roland; when I toll 
there is fire, and when I ring there is victory in the land. 
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Page 27. That their great imperial aty stretched its 

hand through every dime. 
An old popular proyeib of the town nuiB thus : -* 

" Nkmberg't Hand 
Gekt durek aUe LtmO." 

Noremberg'* hand 
Oom througli evwy land. 

Page 27. Sat the poet Mdduor singing Kaiser MaaA' 
mtlian^s praise, 

Melchior Pfinzing was one of the most celebrated Ger- 
man poets of the sixteenth oentary. The hero of his 
1}!uerdank was the reigning emperor, Maximilian ; and the 
poem was to the Germans of that day what the Orlando 
Fwrioso was to the Italians. Maximilian is mentioned be- 
fine, in the Belfry of Bruges, See page 429. 

Page 27. In the ckurdi <f stunted SiAaM deeps enshrined 

his heiiy dust. 
The tomb of Saint Sebald, in the chardi whidi bears 
his name, is one of the richest works of art in Nuremberg. 
It 18 of bronze, and was cast by Peter Vischer and his sons, 
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who labored upon it thirteen years. It is adorned with 
nearly one hundred figures, among which those of the 
Twelve Apostles are conspicuous for size and beauty. 

Page 27. In the church of sainted Lawrence stands a 
fix of sculpture rare. 

This pix, or tabernacle for the vessels of the sacrament, 
is by the hand of Adam Kraft. It is an exquisite piece of 
sculpture in white stone, and rises to the height of sixty- 
four feet. It stands in the choir, whose richly painted 
windows cover it with varied colors. 

Page 27. Wisest of the Tiodve Wise Masters. 

The Twelve Wise Masters was the title of the original 
corporation of the Mastersingers. Hans Sachs, the cob- 
bler of Nuremberg, though not one of the original Twelve, 
was the most renowned of the Mastersingers, as well as the 
most voluminous. He flourished in the sixteenth ceutory; 
and left behind him thirty-four folio volumes of manuscript, 
containing two hundred and eight plays, one thousand and 
seven hundred comic tales, and between four and five thoo* 
sand lyric poems. 
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Page 34. As in Adam PyschnunCs song. 
Adam Puschman, in his poem on the death of Hans 
Sachs, descrihes him as he appeared in a yision : — 

"An old man, 
Gray and white, and dore-like, 
Who had, in sooth, a great beard, 
And read in a (kit, great book. 
Beautiful with golden claerps." 



Page 56. The Occult ation of Orion, 

Astronomically speaking, this title is incorrect ; as I ap- 
ply to a constellation what can properly he applied to some 
of its stars only. But my observation is made from the 
hill of song, and not from that of science ; and will, I trust, 
be found sufficiently accurate for the present purpose. 

Page 88. Walter von der Vogelweide, 

Walter von der Vogelweide, or 5iTd-Meadow, was one 
of the principal Minnesingers of the thirteenth century. 
He triumphed over Heinrich von Ofterdingen in that poetic 
contest at Wartburg Castle, known in literary history as 
the War of Wartburg. 
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Page 109. Lake imperial Ouxrlemagne. 

Charlemagne may be called by preeminence the monarch 
of fanners. According to the Grerman tradition, in sea* 
sons of great abundance, his spirit crosses the Rhine on a 
golden bridge at Bingen, and blesses the cornfields and the 
Tineyards. During his lifetime, he did not disdain, says 
Montesquieu, ** to sell the eggs firom the farm-yards of his 
domains, and the superfluous vegetables of his gardens; 
\irhile he distributed among his people the wealth of the 
Lombards and the* Immense treasures of the Huns." 

Page 393. Behold, at last, 

Each taU and tapering mast 
Is sumng into its place. 

I wish to anticipate a criticism on this passage by 
stating, that sometimes, though not usually, vessels are 
launched fully rigged and sparred. I have availed my- 
self of the exception, as better suited to my purposes than 
the general rule ; but the reader will see that it is neither 
a blunder nor a poetic license. On this subject a friend in 
Portland, Maine, writes me thus : — 

<* In this State, and also, I am told, in New York, ships 
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are sometimes rigged upon the stocks, in order to save 
time, or to make a show. There was a fine, large ship 
launched last summer at Ellsworth, fully rigged and spar- 
red. Some years ago a ship was launched here, with her 
rigging, spars, sails, and cargo aboard. She sailed the 
next day and — was never heard of again! I hope this 
will not be the fate of your poem ! " 

Page 339. Sir Humphrey Gilbert. 

" When the wind abated and the vessels were near 
enough, the Admiral was seen constantly sitting in the 
stern, with a book in his hand. On the 9th of September 
he was seen for the last time, and was heard by the people 
of the Hind to say, ' We are as near heaven by sea as by 
land.' In the following night, the lights of the ship sud- 
denly disappeared. The people in the other vessel kept a 
good lookout for him during the remainder of the voyage. 
On the 22d of September they arrived, through much tem- 
pest and peril, at Falmouth. But nothing more was seen 
or heard of the Admiral." — Belknap's American Biog- 
raphy, I. 203. 
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Page 393. The Blind Girl of CasUl- CuiUh . 

Jasmin, the author of this beautiful poem, is to the 
South of France what Bums is to the South of Scot- 
land, — the representative of the heart of the people, ^ one 
of those happy bards who are bom with their mouths M 
of birds {la banco plena d^aouzelaus). He has written his 
own biography in a poetic form, and the simple narrative 
of his poverty, his struggles, and his triumphs, is very 
touching. He still lives at Agen, on the Garonne; and 
long may he live there to delight his native land with 
native songs! 

The following description of his person and way of life 
is taken from the graphic pages of ** Beam and the Pyre- 
nees,'' by Louisa Stuart Costello, whose charming pea 
has done so much to illustrate the French provinces and 
their literature. 

" At the entrance of the promenade, Du Gravier, is a 
low of small houses, — some cafes, others shops, the indi- 
cation of which is a painted cloth placed across the way, 
with the owner's name in bright gold letters, in the man- 
ner of the arcades in the streets, and their announcements. 
One of the most glaring of these was, we observed, ^ 
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bright blue flag, bordered with gold ; on which, in large 
gold letters, appeared the name of 'Jasmin, Coiffeur.' 
We entered, and were welcomed by a smiling, dark-eyed 
woman, who informed us that her husband was busy at 
that moment dressing a custoiner's hair, but he was de- 
sirous to receive us, and begged we would walk into his 

parlour at the back of the shop. 

. • . • • 

" She exhibited to us a laurel crown of gold, of delicate 
workmanship, sent from the city of Clemence Isaure, 
Toulouse, to the poet ; who will probably one day take 
his place in the capitouL Next came a golden cup, with 
an inscription in his honor, given by the citizens of 
Aach ; a gold watch, chain, and seals, sent by the king, 
Louis Philippe ; an emerald ring worn and presented by 
the lamented Duke of Orleans ; a pearl pin, by the grace- 
ful Duchess, who, on the poet's visit to Paris accompanied 
by his son, received him in the words he puts into ths 
mouth of Henri Quatre : — 

' Brabea Gaacous ! 
A moun amou per bout aou dibei creyre: 
Ben^s! bente! ey plaz6 de bous beyre: 

Aproucha bous I ' 
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A fine service of linen, the ofiering of the town of Pan, 
after its citizens had given fetes in his honor, and loaded 
him with caresses and praises ; and nicknacks and jewels 
of all descriptions ofiered to him hy lady-ambassadresses, 
and great lords ; £nglish ' misses ' and * miladis * ; and 
French, and foreigners of all nations who did or did not 
understand Gascon. 

'* All this, though startling, was not convincing ; Jas- 
min, the barber, might only be a fashion, a furore^ a ca- 
price, after all ; and it was evident that he knew how to 
get up a scene well. When we had become nearly tiied 
of looking over these tributes to his genius, the door 
opened, and the poet himself appeared. His manner was 
free and unembarrassed, well-bred, and lively ; he received 
our compliments naturally, and like one accustomed to 
homage ; said he was ill, and unfortunately too hoarse to 
read any thing to us, or should have been delighted to do 
80. He spoke with a broad Gascon accent, and very rapidly 
and eloquently ; ran over the story of his successes ; told 
us that his grandfather had been a beggar, and all his 
family very poor ; that he was now as rich as he wished to 
be ; his son placed in a good position at Nantes ; then 
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ihowed us his son's picture, and spoke of his disposition, 
o which his hrisk little wife added, that, though no fool, 
16 had not his father's genius, to which truth Jasmin 
tssented as a matter of course. I told him of having seen 
nention made of him in an English review ; which he 
laid had been sent him by Lord Durham, who had paid 
lim a yisit ; and I then spoke of ' Me cal mouri ' as known 
o me. This was enough to make him forget his hoarse- 
less and every other evil : it would never do for me to 
magine that that little song was his best composition ; it 
xras merely his first ; he must try to read to me a little of 
L'Abuglo,' — a few verses of * Frangouneto ' ; — ' You 
xrill be charmed,' said he ; * but if I were well, and you 
would give me the pleasure of your company for some 
ime, if you were not merely running through Agen, I 
wovld kill you with weeping, — I would make you die 
«rith distress for my poor Margarido, — my pretty Fran- 
^uneto ! ' 

" He caught up two copies of his book, from a pile 
ying on the table, and making us sit close to him, he 
pointed out the French translation on one side, which he 
»ld us to follow while he read in Gascon. He began in a 
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rich, soft Toice, and as he advanced, the surprise of Hamlet 
on hearing the player-king recite the disasters of Hecuba 
was but a type of ours, to find ourselves carried away by 
the spell of his enthusiasm. His eyes swam in tears; he 
became pale and red ; he trembled ; he recovered himself; , 
his face was now joyous, now exulting, gay, jocose ; in 
fact, he was twenty actors in one ; he rang the changes 
from Rachel to Boufie ; and he finished by delighting us, 
besides beguiling us of our tears, and overwhelming us 
with astonishment. 

*' He would have been a treasure on the stage ; for he 
is still, though his first youth is past, remarkably good- 
looking and striking ; with black, sparkling eyes, of in* 
tense expression ; a fine, ruddy complexion ; a countenance 
of wondrous mobility ; a good figure ; and action full of fire 
and grace ; he has handsome hands, which he uses withior 
finite efiect ; and, on the whole, he is the best actor of the 
kind I ever saw. I could now quite understand what a 
troubadour or jongleur might be, and I look upon Jasmin 
as a revived specimen of that extinct race. Such as he is 
might have been Gaucelm Faidit, of Avignon, the friend 
of Coeur de Lion, who lamented the death of the hero in 
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Bach moving strains ; such might have heen Bernard de 
Ventadour, who sang the praises of Queen Elinore's 
beauty ; such Geoffrey Rudel, of Blaye, on his own Ga- 
romie ; such the wild Vidal : certain it is, that none of these 
troubadours of old could more move, by their singing or 
reciting, than Jasmin, in whom all their long-smothered 
fire and traditional magic seems reillumined. 

*'We found we had stayed hours instead of minutes 
with the poet ; but he would not hear of any apology, — 
only regretted that his voice was so out of tune, in cons3- 
qnence of a violent cold, under which he was really labor- 
ing, and hoped to see us again. He told us our country- 
women of Pau had laden him with kindness and attention, 
and spoke with such enthusiasm of the beauty of certain 
* misses,' that I feared his little wife would feel somewhat 
piqued ; but, on the contrary, she stood by, smiling and 
happy, and enjo3ring the stories of his triumphs. I re- 
marked that he had restored the poetry of the troubadours ; 
asked him if he knew their songs ; and said he was worthy 
to stand at their head. ' I am, indeed, a troubadour,' sa'd 
he, with energy ; * but I am far beyond them all ; thr y 
were but beginners ; they never composed a poem like d r 
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in a hundred begin and end with this word ; which is, one 
may say, their Alpha and Omega, their crown and foot- 
stool. This last evening, the merry-making is prolonged. 
Instead of retiring at ten or eleven o'clock, as is generally 
done on all the preceding evenings, they wait for the stroke 
of midnight: this word sufficiently proclaims to what 
ceremony they are going to repair. For ten minutes or 
a quarter of an hour, the bells have been calling the &itli- 
ful with a triple-bob-major ; and each one, furnished with 
a little taper streaked with various colors, (the Christmas 
Candle,) goes through the crowded streets, where the 
lanterns are dancing like Will-o^-the-Wisps, at the impir 
tient summons of the multitudinous chimes. It is the Mid- 
night Mass. Once inside the church, they hear with moie 
or less piety the Mass, emblematic of the coming of the 
Messiah. Then in tumult and great haste they retmn 
homeward, always in numerous groups ; they salute the 
Yule-log ; they pay homage to the hearth ; they sit down 
at table ; and, amid songs which reverberate louder than 
ever, make this meal of afler-Christmas, so long looked 
for, so cherished, so joyous, so noisy, and which it has 
been thought fit to call, we hardly know why, Rossigrum* 
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The supper eaten at nightfall is no impediment, as you 
may imagine, to the appetite's returning ; above all, if the 
going to and from church has made the devout eaters feel 
some little shafts of the sharp and biting north-wind. 
Rossignon then goes on merrily, — sometimes far into the 
morning hours ; but, nevertheless, gradually throats grow 
hoarse, stomachs are filled, the Yule-log burns out, and 
at last the hour arrives when each one, as best he may, 
regains his domicile and his bed, and puts with himself be- 
tween the sheets the material for a good sore-throat, or a 
good indigestion, for the morrow. Previous to this, care 
has been taken to place in the slippers, or wooden shoes, of 
the children, the sugar-plums, which shall be for them, on 
their waking, the welcome fruits of the Christmas log." 

In the Glossary, the Stiche, or Yule-log, is thus de- 
fined : — 

** This is a huge log, which is placed on the fire on 
Christmas Eve, and which in Burgundy is called, on this 
account, lai Suche de Nod. Then the father of the family, 
particularly among the middle classes, sings solemnly 
Christmas carols with his wife and children, the smallest 
of whom he sends into the comer to pray that the Y ule- 
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log may bear him some sugar-plums. Meanwhile, little 
parcels of them are placed under each end of the log, 
and the children come and pick them up, believing, in 
good faith, that the great log has borne them." 
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